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T    O 

THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

The  Countess  of  Glasgow, 


Madam, 

TO  obtain  the  Patronage  of  the 
great,  is  a  common  ambition : 
Mine  afpires  to  a  much  nobler  ob- 
jecft,  that. of  deferving  the  approba- 
tion of  the  GOOD. 

The  friendfhip  with  which  your 
Ladyfhip  has  long  honoured  me^ 
while  it  gratifies  this  deiire,  in- 
fpires  likewife  the  fincere  wilh  more 
and  more  to  merit  the  continuance 
of  it, 

a  3  As 


r\  Dedication, 

As  a  public  teftimony  of  refpeft 
due  to  your  character,  as  well  as  of 
my  fenfe  of  numberlefs  obligations, 
I  dedicate  to  you,  Madam,  the  fol- 
lowing fheets. 

They  contain  a  ftory  intended 
Ho  combat  a  prejudice  very  fre- 
quently entertained  in  early  life, — 
That  none  but  a   firfl  attachment 

can   be    a    happy    one. And 

to  inculcate  a  truth  of  the  laft  im- 
portance to  fociety, — That  honour, 
gratitude,  and  above  all,  a  fenfe  of 
religion,  are  fufficient  to  conquer 
even  the  moft  ardent  paffion,  when 
to  indulge  it  is  no  longer  confiflent 
with  virtue. 

Such    an  attempt  will,  I  flatter 
myfelf,    meet   the    approbation    of 

one. 


Dedication.  vit 

one,  who  proves  by  daily  experi- 
ence, that  piety  and  benevolence 
are  the  fureft  foundations  of  uni- 
verfal  efteem,  as  well  as  the  belt 
fecurity  for  domeftic  happinefs* 

I  am. 

Madam 

with  the  greateft  refpect, 

■your  Ladyfhip's  fincere  friend, 

and  obliged  humble  fervant,. 


j 


The  Author* 


Idikbuigb,^ 
April  20.  1787.  y 
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LETTER    I. 


From  Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley,  to  Mifs 
Lucy  Herbert* 

Stanley  Farm. 

HEAVENS!  I  hear  my  dear  girl 
exclaim  as  fhe  unfolds  this  letter, 
is  there  then  no  region  of  the  earth  that 
can  defend  one  from  the  teazing  imper- 
tinence of  old  ufelefs  maiden-aunts  ?  — 
After  having  preached  away"  every  par- 
ticle of  my  patience  in  the  country,  mufl 
Vol.  I.  A  <  fhe 
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*  flie  follow  me  to  the  metropolis,  and, 
c  in  the  very  center  of  pleafure,  intrude 

*  on  me  with  antiquated  inftru£Uons,  and 
6  tirefome  reprehenfion  of  faults,  which 
c  exift  only  in  her  memory,  and  which  I 
c  have  forgotten  an  age  ago  ?f 

My  Lucy  will  do  me  the  juftice  to 
own,  that  if  I  do  intrude  on  her  fome- 
titnes  in  confequence  of  the  truft  repofed 
in  me  by  her  dying  mother,  it  is  not  to 
indulge  my  own  fplenetic  humour,  or  reft- 
lefs  itch  for  talking ;  but  with  a  view  to 
correft  thofe  little  foibles,  which  others 
lefs  tenderly  interefted  in  her  happinefs, 
would  fuffer  to  increafe  till  habit  had  con- 
firmed  them  faults ;  and  to  render  her  as 
completely  amiable,   as  fhe  is  handfome. 

Admiration,  independent  of  efleem, 
muft  ever  be  a  fhort-lived  fentiment.  To 
excite  it,  is  an  ambition  unworthy  of  a 
reafonable  woman.    Would  we  afpire  to 

be 
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be  generally  admired,  we  mud  ftudy  to 
become  truly  eftimable. 

A  celebrated  Writer  fays  juftly,  c  A 
!  woman  can  be  handfome  only  one  way, 
c  but  may  be  agreeable  a  thoufand  ways/ 
May  I  not  add,  that  a  handfome  woman 
can  be  difagreeable  a  thoufand  ways,  un- 
known to  the  generality  of  her  fex  ? 

It  is  certain,  that  we  are  always  inclin- 
ed to  give  the  mind  credit  for  difpofitions 
fuitable  to  the  fine  form  it  inhabits ;  and 
as  we  rely  on  the  countenance  as  a  letter 
of  recommendation,  we  are  peculiarly  dif- 
gufted  when  we  read  in  the  manners  and 
the  heart,  a  chara&er  that  bears  no  re- 
femblance  to  it. 

You  tell  me,  that  you  are  refolved  to 
refcue   old  maids  from  the  odium  long 
thrown  on  that  refpe&able  order  of  fe- 
males j  c  and  to  infure  your  fuccefs,  are 
A  %  c  to 
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*  to  fet  me  up  as  a  model.5  How  can  I 
fo  properly  juftify  your  partiality,  or  prove 
myfelf  worthy  of  the  title  of  a  refpectable 
old  maid,  js  by  driving  to  form  the  young 
ones  to  fhine  in  thofe  characters  which 
providence  may  allot  them  ? 

Your's,  my  Lucy,  will,  I.truft,  in  due 
time,  be  that  of  a  wife ;  at  once  the  moft 
agreeable  and  important  in  fociety.  Yet 
left  it  fhould  prove  otherwife,  it  is  fit  you 
ihould  ftudy  to  acquire  in  early  life,  that 
command  of  temper,  complacency  of  man- 
ners, and  humble  opinion  of  yourfelf, 
which  are  peculiarly  neceffary  for  the 
comfort  and  eafe  of  a  woman  deftined  to 
pafs  her  time  chiefly  with  thofe  of  her 
own  fex  ;  and  whofe  profpefts  are  not 
varied,  nor  hours  enlivened  with  the  en- 
dearing  tendernefs  of  a  huiband  and  chil- 
dren. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  profpefts,  my  Lucy,  once  were 
mine.  You  are  not  wholly  unacquainted 
with  the  fatal  event  that  blafted  them  for 
ever.  You  have  heard  the  name  of  How- 
ard, conne&ed  with  all  that  was  gallant 
and  generous ;  you  have  heard  his  un- 
timely fate  lamented  by  many  who  had 
not  the  happinefs  of  knowing  him.  Ah 
my  Lucy  !  neither  time,  forrow,  nor  dif- 
appointment,  have  yet  fo  entirely  extin- 
guished the  tender  remembrances  ever 
awakened  by  that  name,  as  to  fufFer  me 
to  write  it  without  a  tear. 

You  know  that  the  beft  and  braveft  of 
mankind  fell  at  the  very  moment  of  vic- 
tory, when  love  and  fortune  united  to 
crown  his  wifhes,  and  reward  his  toils. — »■ 
But  you  know  not — 1  truft  you  will  never 
know,  a  grief  fo  poignant  as  that  his  lofe 
occafioned ;  which  reduced  me  at  firft  to 
defpair,  and  clouded  all  my  fubfequent 
years  with  forrow. 

a  a  His 
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His  death  left  a  void  in  my  heart;, 
which  nothing  but  the  dear  hope  of  a  re- 
union with  him  could  fupply.  His  virtues 
for  ever  hallowed  by  memory,  were  the 
ftandard  by  which  I  judged  of  all  my  fuc- 
ceeding  admirers.,*  How  did  their  merits 
fhrink  into  infignificance  by  the  compan- 
ion !  The  fickening  contrail  increafed  my 
diflike  to  marriage  fo  much,  that  it  jufti- 
fied  me  in  my  own  opinion  from  the 
charge  of  caprice,  on  difmiffing  the  feve- 
ral  candidates  for  my  favour.  And  time, 
"whilft  it  diminifhed  the  violence  of  my 
forrow,  gave  a  tendernefs  to  it,  that  fuited 
the  natural  ferioufnefs  of  my  temper,  and 
rendered  the  recolle&ion  of  the  paft  my 
chief  enjoyment. 

From  a  heart  thus  foftened,  but  not 
foured  by  difappointment,  my  dear  girl 
may  ever  expect  to  meet  with  indulgence; 
and  though  at  fifty-fix  I  have  an  undis- 
puted right  to  affume  the  name,  I  am  re- 

folvcd 
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folved  for  ever  to  abjure  the  weakneffes 
too  often  conne&ed  with  the  character,  of 
an  old  maid.  Having  enough  to  employ 
me  at  home,  I  will  neither  pry  into  the 
motives,  nor  cenfure  the  actions  of  thofe 
around  me;  I  will  neither  declaim  on  the 
virtues  of  the  pad  age,  nor  the  vices  of 
the  prefent.  I  will  be  a  pleafed  fpe&ator  in 
thofe  fcenes  of  innocent  amufement,  where 
I  cannot  with  propriety  affume  an  a£tive 
part ;  be  a  ready  partner  to  the  dead  man 
at  whift  ;  promote  crofs  purpofes  to  the 
utmoft  of  my  abilities;  inftruct  my  nieces 
and  nephews  in  the  complicated  fcience  of 
country-dances,  and  even  at  times  affift 
in  guiding  them  through  the  figure. 

I  will  flee  the  company  of  matters  and 
miffes,  who  dread  the  eye  of  a  maiden- 
aunt,  as  they  would  that  of  a  bafilifk;  and 
court  their  little  brothers  and  filters  in 
the  nurfery,  where  a  game  at  romps,  and 

.    a 
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a  few  fugar  plumbs,  will  never  fail  to  make 
me  a  favourite. 

Thus,  harmlefs  and  inoffenfive,  though 
not  diftinguiflied,  I  hope  to  pafs  the  re- 
maining part  of  life :  If  obfcure,  at  leaft 
innocent,  untainted  by  calumny,  undif- 
turbed  by  ambition,  unembittered  by  re- 
proach, 

I  confefs,  however,  my  Lucy,  I  am  not 
exempted  from  what  fome  reckon  the 
weaknefs  of  our  nature ;  I  mean  the  defire 
of  being  remembered  after  death.  By 
the  conftant  exercife  of  the  gentle  and 
focial  virtues,  I  wifh  to  merit  the  praifc 
of  friendfhip,  and  the  tear  of  humanity* 

And  though  no  tender  parent,  difcon- 
folate  hulband,  or  duteous  child,  fhall  pay 
that  flender  tribute  to  my  cold  remains, 
my  heart  relies  on  fome  faithful  friend 
(fome  generous  Lucy  perhaps)  for  fnatch- 

ing 
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ing  my  memory  from  oblivion,  and  pro- 
nouncing, if  deferved,  my  panegyric,  in 
fome  fuch  terms  as  thefe : 

c  Her  life  was  fpent  in  doing  good  ; 

*  hi  difcovering  and  corre&ing  her  own 
c  errors,  and  in  pitying  and  concealing 
c  thofe  of  others.      She  wept  for  the  un- 

*  happy,  and  contributed  to  their  relief: 
6  fhe  trembled  for  the  guilty,  and  prayed 
6  for  their  converfion  :  (he  rejoiced  with 

*  the  profperous,  and  reminded  them  to 

*  be  grateful.  She  was  defirous  of  good 
f  will,  but  fought  not  applaufe  :  fatisfied 
c  with  doing  her  duty,  fhe  left  the  re- 
c  ward  of  it  to  Heaven,  The  hope  of 
c  immortality,  made  life  fupportable ;  and 

*  the  fenfe  of  her  own  frailty,  render- 
4  ed  death  welcome.  The  lad  figh  fhe 
'■  breathed,    was    for    herfelf  ;    the    lafl 

*  prayer  fhe  uttered,  was  for  her  fpecies ; 
6  and   flie    quitted    the  world,    without 

4  having 


io        MISS   GREVILLE. 

€  having   made    an    enemy,    or   loft    a 
'  friend/ 

May  fach,  my  dear  Lucy,  be  my  fu- 
neral oration !  You  will  tell  me,  I  am  ar- 
rogant to  exped  it :  At  lead,  let  me  ftrive 
to  deferve  it. 

It  is  time  to  difmifs  this  engroffing 
fubjed  of  felf.  Without  trailing  my  pen 
with  another,  I  will  commiffian  it  to  af- 
fure  you  of  the  lafting  and  tender  attach- 
ment of  your  affe&ionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley* 


LETTER    II. 

From  Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen- 
Maria  Stanley. 

London, 

IN  vain,  deareft  aunt!  in  vain  do  you 
paint  the  various  fatisfa&ions  of  the 
maiden  ftate,  its  blifsful  exemption  from 

cares 
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cares  and  croffes,  its  unruffled  quiet,  and 
unenvied  repofe. — Pofitively  c  I'll  none 
*  of  it/  even  after  reading  your  defcrip- 
tion.  Whoever  repeats  your  eulogium, 
may  fome  Pope,  Swift,  or  Warburton,  of 
the  next  century,  do  juftice  to  my  me- 
mory, and  perpetuate  my  fame,  in  terms 
to  this  effect : 


c  Her  life  was  fpent  in  doing  nothing; 
in  difcovering  her  own  faults,  which  (he 
was  at  no  pains  to  correft,  and  which 
{he  ftrove  to  leffen,  by  exaggerating 
thofe  of  others.  She  wept  when  fhe 
beheld  a  prettier  woman  than  herfelf ; 
fhe  trembled  when  fhe  heard  her  praifed; 
fhe  rejoiced  when  fhe  was  feized  with 
the  fmall-pox.  She  was  defirous  of  a 
number  of  admirers,  but  fhunned  choof- 
ing  a  hufband  :  fatisfied  with  the  repuN 
ation  of  beauty,  fhe  was  indifferent 
about  fecuring  its  reward.  The  hope 
of  leading  the  fafhion,  made  her  fupport 

<  the 


c 
c 
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the  impertinence  of  fools  fhe  deipifed? 
and  the  fenfe  of  her  own  accomplifh- 
ments,  made  her  receive  the  groifell 
flattery  as  her  due.  The  lad  figh  (he 
breathed,  was  for  the  lofs  of  her  beauty; 
the  laft  prayer  fhe  uttered,  was  for  an 
ehcreafe  of  her  fortune ;  which  not 
having  obtained,  fhe  quitted  the  world 
in  a  pet,  without  caring  for  any  fhe  left 
behind  her,  whether  enemies  or  friends/ 


I  fee  you  ftare,  and  fhake  your  head, 
exclaiming  as  you  take  off  your  fpeflacles, 

*  Poor  girl!  1  thought  how  it  would  be 
c  when  fhe  quitted  Stanley  farm : — See, 

*  brother,  what  comes  of  London  journies 
c  to  girls  of  eighteen !  Your  favourite 
6  neice  might  be  a  great-grandmother  in 
c  folly — fhe  is  ruinedbeyond  redemption/ 

Softly,  my  dear  aunt !  you  really  know 
nothing  of  the  world  ;  and  to  be  ignorant 
of  the  world,  is  briefly  to  be  good  for 

nothing* 
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nothing.  What  fignifies  all  you  have 
read  and  taught  me,  and  all  I  have  heard 
and  remembered?  The  inftru&ions  we  re- 
ceive in  the  country,  if  followed  in  town, 
would  render  us  ridiculous;  and  the  vir- 
tues inculcated  in  infancy,  by  the  time  we 
grow  up,  have  no  longer  an  exiftence. 

You  admoniftied  me,  c  to  improve  my 
e  time/  Not  one  moment  of  time  have 
I  found  fince  the  inftant  of  my  arrival.— 

*  To  be  diligent  in  my  duty/  There  is 
no  other  in  London,  but  pleafure, — c  To 

*  love  my  enemies.'  Here,  all  profefs 
themfelves  my  friends. — *   To  refpett  my 

*  fuperiors/  Every  one  I  meet,  is  my 
humble  fervant. — 4  To  obferve  the  golden 
15  rule/  Here,  the  univerfal  maxim  is* 
Care  for  nobody  but  thyfelf. 

Befides,  every  thing  is   regulated  by 

fafhion ;  and  fafhion  is  as  arbitrary  as  the 

*  j 

one  fex,  and  as  fickle  as  the  other.   Thus, 
Vol.  I.  B  when 
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"when  you  was  young,  (forgive  me),  it  wavs 
fafhionable  to  love  one's  relations,  read 
eontroverfy,  be  a  Whig  or  a  Tory,  and  go 
to  church  of  a  Sunday. — Now,  it  is  vulgar 
to  have  a  fingle  relation  in  the  world  ; 
and  fcandalous,  at  table,  to  drink  the 
health  even  of  your  deareft  friend.  No 
books  are  read,  but  novels ;  no  party 
embraced,  but  that  which  can  procure  a 
penfion;  no  adoration  paid,  but  to  wo- 
men ;  and  no  church  frequented  at  all. 

In  your  time,  it  was  fafhionable  to  have 
a  large  forehead,  a  flraight  waift,  and  fhort 
nails. — Now,  a  large  forehead  wrould  ex- 
clude one  from  company  ;  a  ftraight  waifl 
be  a  refle£lion  on  one's  underftanding ; 
and  fhort  nails  render  one  infamous  in  all 
polite  circles. 

To  convince  you,  however,  that  all  your 
cares  have  not  been  thrown  away,  and 
fchat  I  am  as  ready  as  ever  to  receive  good 

advice, 
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advice,  and  even  fometimes  to  follow  it, 
I  invite  you  to  point  out  to  me  thofe 
faults,  which,  you  may  be  allured,  I  fhall 
never  difcover  without  your  afliftance  j 
and  I  will  then  fhew  you,  by  my  readinefs 
to  abjure  them,  that  1  am,  even  in  Lon- 
don, your  grateful,  dutiful,  and  affection- 
ate niece, 

Lucy  Herbert. 


LETTER   III. 

From  Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mifs 
Lucy  Herbert. 

♦Stanley  Farm. 
I  thank  my  dear  girl  for  her  lively 
epiftle,    and    the   intelligence   it   conveys 
with  refpecl  to  her  progrefs  in  the  grand 
myftery  of  the  way  of  the  world. 

Should  your  future  bear  any  propor- 
tion to  your  late  improvements,  I  will 
B  2  venture 
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venture  to  prophefy,  before  you  reach 
your  twenty-firft  year,  that  you  will  out- 
fbine  all  who  have  gone  before  you,  in  the 
pradlice,  as  well  as  the  knowledge,  of  every 
fafhionable  folly. 

But,  to  be  ferious,  my  dear  Lucy ; — - 
in  compliance  with   a  requeft  di&ated   at 
once  by  good  fenfe   and  affe&ion,  I  am 
fefolved  to  let  no  opportunity  efcape,  of 
teftifying    my    friendfhip,    by    reproving 
your  errors.      Think  not,  however,   that 
all  my  letters  fiiall  be  in  the  monitorial 
ftile, — an  unpleafmg  one  to  myfelf :  No. 
My  delight  will  be,  to  watch  the  dawn- 
ings  of  virtue  in  your  bofom  ;  to  remove 
whatever  might  obftrufl  its  progrefs ;  and 
to  encourage  its  advancement  in  this  im- 
perfect ftate,  towards  that  complete  ex- 
cellence it  "will  attain  h\  a  better. 

I  (hall  begin  my  plan  of  improvement, 
then,  with  telling  you,   that  when  you 

were: 
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were  laft  at  Stanley -farm,  I  remarked  with 
pain,  a  certain  feverity  and  imperioufnefs 
in  your  tone  and  manner,  when  fpeaking 
to  your  fervants,  To  a  mind  not  abfo- 
lutely  debafed  and  infenfible,  a  (late  of 
fervitude  muft  be  a  fource  of  continual 
mortification.  How  galling  to  feel  one's 
felf  a  Have  to  the  capricious  humours  of 
a  perfon  perhaps  every  way  one's  inferior, 
except  in  thofe  external  circumftances  be- 
ftowed  by  Providence  for  general  advan- 
tage ;  but  perverted  by  fuch  characters,  to 
the  fad  purpofe  of  rendering  mifery  and 
difcontent  more  general !  If  we  polfefs 
generous  and  honeft  minds,  we  will  feel 
a  defire  to  render  others  happy,  increafe 
with  the  convi&ion  that  they  rely  for  hap- 
pinefs  on  our  aid.  It  is  in  our  power  to 
render  our  domeftics  not  only  happier, 
but  more  virtuous,  by  our  treatment  of 
them,  which  ought  to  be  equally  remote 
from  haughtinefs  and  familiarity. 

B  *  Trea£ 
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Treat  your  maid  as  your  companion^ 
and  fhe  will  foon  become  your  miftrefs ; 
treat  her  with  humanity  and  referve,  and 
file  will  prove  your  friend. 

The  opinion  the  world  forms  of  cha- 
rafters,  efpecially  in  high  life,  has  often 
no  better  foundation  than  the  reports  of 
fervants.  Of  how  great  importance  then 
is  it  to  a  young  Lady,  to  fecure  the  efteem 
and  affe&ion  of  her  domeftics,  not  by 
mean  condefcenfion,  or  improper  indul- 
gence, but  by  affable  and  gentle  manners, 
and  fhewing  a  conftant  regard  to  their 
eafe  and  quiet. 

I  am  flattered  by  your  confidence,  my 
dear  Lucy!  and  charmed  with  that  noble 
ingenuity  you  difcovered,  in  confeffing  to 
me  thofe  weaknefles  which  are  to  be  found 
in  every  human  chara&er,  but  which  few, 
very  few  at  your  early  age,  are  either  at 
pai$s  to  deted  or  reform.  Yet,  what  time 

fo 
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fo  proper  for  that  arduous  talk,  as  the  fpring 
of  life,  when  the  tender  mind,  uncorrupt- 
ed  by  commerce  with  the  world,  and  un- 
fettered by  evil  habits,  is  peculiarly  fuf- 
ceptible  of  every  virtuous  impreflion  ? — » 
that  fpring,  which,  improved  or  neglect- 
ed, will  return  no  more  1 

My  dear  girl !  I  love— I  admire, — but 
I  wifli  to  do  more,- — 1  wifh  perfectly  to 
efteem  you  :  I  afpire  to  banifli  from  one 
of  nature's  mod  finiihed  works,  thofe  finally 
but  too  perceptible  blemifhes,  which  throw 
at  times  a  {hade  over  the  whole  piece. 
How  grateful  fhall  I  be,  (hould  Heavea 
permit  me  to  become  inftrumental  in  form- 
ing your  character;  in  teaching  you,  in- 
ftead  of  valuing  yourfelf  on  the  circum- 
ftance  of  birth,  beauty  or  fortune,  to  af- 
pire after  the  fuperior  advantages  of  a  well 
regulated  mind, ---a  contented  heartl- 
and, the  moft  beautiful  of  all  ornaments^ 
a  meek  and  quiet  fpiritt 

Ton 
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You  defire  me  to  tell  you  your  faults  j 
but  I  have  never  yet  difcovered  any  thing 
in  you  that  deferves  fo  harih  a  name.  Thofc 
little  fallies  of  temper,  and  that  petulant 
manner  which  1  have  chiefly  in  view  to 
corredt,  are  merely  the  effe&s  of  youth, 
a  warm  imagination,  and  even  of  that 
fenfibility  by  means  of  which  I  hope  to  fee 
you  one  day  become  the  moft  amiable  of 
women. 

I  confefs,  however,  in  one  inftance,  I 
remarked  a  degree  of  frowardnefs  in  your 
behaviour  to  the  befl  of  fathers,  that  would 
merit  fevere  cenfure  were  it  ever  to  be 
repeated.  I  am  fure  you  would  fhrink 
from  the  idea  of  giving  pain  to  any  one  j 
how  much  more  to  a  fond  indulgent  father, 
who  is  ever  felicitous  to  give  you  pleafure ! 

My  Lucy !  fhould  you  live  to  know 
the  value  of  fuch  a  parent,  by  weeping 
over  his  grave,  how  would  the  forrows  of 

nature 
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nature  be  embittered  to  anguiih,  fliould 
you  have  reafon  to  accufe  yourfelf  of  the 
flighted  omiffion  of  duty  towards  him  I 
In  fuch  a  fituation,  every  error  fwells  into 
a  crime;  and  our  regrets  are  redoubled  by 
the  cruel  reflection,,  that  we  are  for  ever 
deprived  of  power  to  repair  them. 

If  the  Almighty  hath  fpared  him  to  be 
the  guide  of  your  youth,  you  ought  to 
look  up  to  him  at  all  times  for  dire&ion  ; 
and,  confcious  that  he  has  your  intereft 
folely  at  heart,  to  fubmit  chearfully  to  any 
reftraints  which  his  fuperior  prudence  and 
experience  oblige  him  to  irnpofe. 

Reflect  above  all,  that,  deprived  of  a 
beloved  wife,  to  you,  and  your  fifter* 
Heaven  commits  the  peace  and  comfort  of 
your  widowed  parent.  How  precious,  how 
facred  a  truft  !  I  know  you  are  incapable 
of  abufing  it  \  but  you  muft  do  more ; 
you  muft  watch  over  it  with  tender  foil* 

citude  j 
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citude  ;  you  muft  not  only  obey  him 
from  a  fenfe  of  duty,  but  learn  to  find 
your  chief  happinefs  in  giving  joy  to  his 
heart. 

Truft  me,  Lucy,  pleafures  merely  felfifh 
can  never  be  very  delightful  ;  but  thofe 
that  tend  to  promote  the  happinefs  of  o- 
thers,  are  at  once  cxquifite  and  ennobling. 

Confcious  that  general  remarks  make 
a  {lighter  impreffion  on  young  minds,  than 
particular  examples,  let  me  point  out  for 
your  imitation,  your  fitter's  moft  engaging 
friend.  Though  her  native  delicacy  makes 
her  ftirink  from  obfervation,  yet,  who  is 
fo  well  entitled  by  beauty  and  accomplifh- 
ments,  to  claim  it,  as  Mifs  Greville  ? 

Obferve  with  what  tender  folicitude  {he 
watches  to  prevent  the  wifhes  of  her  af- 
fectionate mother,  and  is  ever  in  fearch  of 
fomething  to  pleafe  or  accommodate  her. 

Admire 
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Admire  that  fimplicity  of  manner,  which 
steeds  no  ornament  to  render  it  attractive; 
that  affability,  which  flows  dire&ly  from 
the  heart;  that  humility,  which  is  equally 
fecure  from  giving  or  taking  offence;  and 
that  total  forgetfulnefs  of  felf,  in  promot- 
ing the  enjoyment  of  others,  which,  with- 
out courting  the  admiration  of  any,  fe- 
eures  the  favour  of  all. 

Your  coufin  Harry's  letter  has  this 
moment  reached  me,  and  confirmed  the 
former  difagreeable  intelligence,  that  he 
muft  join  his  regiment,  and  immediately 
embark  for  America: — a  new  fource,  this, 
of  anxiety,  both  to  your  uncle  and  me. 
Strive,  my  dear  girl !  to  amufe  our  lonely 
hours,  by  writing  frequently ;  nor  fear 
many  more  fuch  grave  lectures  as  this. 

It  will  be  long  before  I  find  another  op« 
port  unity  of  pointing  out  two  foibles  in 
one  letter. — Your  affe&ionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley* 
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LETTER   IV. 

Mifs  Herbert  io  Mifs  Greville,    ' 

London, 
AFTER  fpending  fix  weeks,  the  pleaf- 
anteft  I  have  ever  known,  in  the  uninter- 
rupted enjoyment  of  your  fociety,  you 
may  believe  I  derived  but  little  amufe- 
ment  from  the  fight  of  objects  in  which  I 
took  no  intereft,  and  a  journey  which  was 
carrying  me  far  from  the  quiet  of  the 
country,  and  the  friend  I  moil  tenderly 
love. 

Regret  for  their  lofs,  my  Julia!  is  the 
tax  we  muft  pay  for  all  our  pleafures:  Yet 
let  us  beware  of  indulging  that  regret, 
till  it  degenerate  into  difcontent ;  left  the 
Being  from  whom  all  are  derived,  fhould 
in  anger  withdraw  from  his  ungrateful 
creatures,  thofe  remaining  bleffings  which 
they  too  lightly  efteem,  and  are  at  no 
pains  to  enjoy. 

My 
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My  chagrin  on  parting  with  you,  was 
leffened,  though  not  banifhed,  by  the  vi- 
vacity of  my  lifter,  whofe  natural  gaiety 
was  increafed  by  the  near  profpect  of 
becoming  an  inhabitant  of  London,  and 
lliaring  in  all  the  amufements  it  fupplies. 

We  were  accompanied  by  Harry  Stan* 
ley,  who  is  a  lively,  agreeable  creature, 
and  does  credit  to  the  expenfive  education 
bellowed  on  him  by  his  worthy  father* 
The  influence  of  the  fexes  on  each  other, 
even  where  no  particular  attachment  fub- 
lifts,  is  vifible  to  the  mod  fuperficial  ob« 
ferver  :  But  wherever  there  is  one  latent 
fpark  of  tendernefs  lurking  in  the  heart, 
fas  1  fufpect  is  the  cafe  with  Henry's),  it 
renders  a  man  fo  defirous  of  pleafing,  as 
cannot  fail  to  give  new  charms  to  his  con- 
verfation. 

Already  he  and  Lucy  are  rambling  over 

half  the  town ;   but  as   my  curiofity  was 

Vol.  I.  G  partly 
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partly  gratified  three  years  ago,  I  prefer 
the  pleafure  of  converfmg  with  my  friend, 
to  the  mod  brilliant  fpe&acle   this  vaft 
metropolis  could  afford  me.     Believe  me, 
Julia,   not   one  of  thefe  can  fupply   the 
fweet  fatisfa&ion  I  ufed  to  tafte,  when  wan- 
dering with  you  amidft  the  filent  fhades  of 
Harwood,  I  felt,  that  the  fympathy  of  my 
heart,  foothed  in  your's,    thofe   forrows 
•which  fhunned  even  the  hallowed  eye  of 
friendfhip.    When  reding  together  on  the 
moffy  bank,  we  perufed,  in  the  works  of 
Littleton,   Milton,    and  Shakefpeare,  the 
afFe&ing  language  of  nature — the  fublime 
flights  of  genius— the  wild  wanderings  of 
fancy  ; — and   in   thofe  of  our  favourite 
Thomfon,  ail  thefe  united,  with  defcrip- 
tions  that  awaken  the  fined  fenfibilities  of 
the  human  heart ! 
j» 
I  am  no  judge  of  the  rules  of  compo- 
fition  ;  and  think  myfelf  happy  in  every 
fpecies  of  ignorance  that  defends  me  from 

difguft : 
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difgufl :  But  furely  I  may  venture  to  affirm, 
that  of  all  our  Britifh  Poets,  Thomfon  feems 
peculiarly  diftinguiihed  by  the  art  of  com- 
municating, by  his  defcriptions,  that  melt- 
ing tendernefs,  that  fublime  enthnfiafm, 
with  which  the  contemplation  of  her  charms 
infpires  all  the  true  lovers  of  Nature, 

I  hope  you  will  continue  to  cultivate 
your  friendlhip  for  the  mufes ;  though  in 
this  inftance  alone,  you  appear  ungrateful 
for  the  favours  bellowed  on  you,  by  per- 
fifting  in  difclaiming  all  conne&ion  with 
them.  To  the  eye  of  a  Poet,  every  object 
In  the  country  is  invefted  with  a  fpecies 
of  beauty,  hid  from  the  vulgar;  which 
makes  its  way  to  the  heart,  and  renders 
even  the  molt  trivial  intereflinge 

Of  how  much  importance  is  it,  then,  to 

cultivate  a  talent,  which  more  endears  a 

retired  life,  and  rural  fituation  like  your's  ; 

C   3  gives 
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gives  amufement  to  one's  fcif,  and  plea* 
fure  to  others. 

Indeed,  my  friend,  Heaven  feems  libe- 
rally to  have  endued  you  with  all  thofe 
talents  and  difpofitions  requifite  for  your 
trying  fituation  ;  and  the  exercife  of  which 
will  afford  you  a  fatisfattion,  of  which  not 
even  that  affli&ing  fituation  can  deprive 
you.  How  aimable,  how  prepolfeffing,  is 
a  character  like  your's,  where  the  found- 
nefs  of  the  underftanding  is  rendered 
dill  more  eftimable  by  the  fenfibility  of 
the  heart ;  and  where  the  gentle  affec- 
tions of  the  latter,  are  ever  at  hand,  to 
temper  the  fevere  awards  of  the  former! 

Do  not  blame  me  for  writing  to  you 
in  this  ftile.  Nothing  is  farther  from  my 
intention,  than  to  flatter  my  friend.  My 
heart  di&ates  to  my  pen,  and  from  her 
I  am  not  accuftomed  to  conceal  any  of 
it*  dictates. — Adieu,   dearefl  Julia!   Be 

careful 
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careful  of  your  health,  and  remember  how 
dependent  on  that,  is  the  happinefs  of 
Your  truly  affectionate 

Maria  Herberts 


LETTER    V. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville* 

London. 

THOUGH  I  wrote  my  friend  by  laffi 
poft,  I  will  not  wait  the  arrival  of  her 
letter  ;  but  ftrive  to  merit  the  pleafure  of 
her  correfpondence,  by  complying  with  her 
requeft,  and  writing  by  every  opportunity* 

As  you  never  were  in  London,  it  would 
be  giving  you  little  information  to  tell 
you,  our  houfe  is  in  St  James's  Place. 
€  Mais  e'eft  commode  de  connoitre  le 
c  lieux  ou  font  le  gens  a  qui  Ton  penfe 
4  fouvent.  Ne  favoir  ou  les  prendre,  fait 
*  une  obfcurite  qui  bleffe  Pimagination.* 
C  3  Therefore 
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Therefore  I  fhall  briefly  tell  you,  that 
this,  and  the  neighbouring  houfes,  have 
pretty  little  gardens,  which  open  into  the 
Green  Park  ; — a  circumftance  peculiarly 
agreeable  to  me,  as  I  can  enjoy  a  quiet 
walk  there  at  an  early  hour,  without  fear 
of  interruption  from  company. 

I  cannot  approve  of  the  cuftom  of  hur- 
rying (hangers  from  one  fpeftacle  to  an- 
other, without  giving  them  a  moment  for 
recolle&ion.  It  is  like  fending  travellers 
* ,  to  ride  poft  through  Europe/  My  brain 
is  crouded  with  fuch  a  variety  of  images* 
that  fcarce  one  remains  diftinclly  impref- 
fed.  I  will  try,  however,  to  recolletl  fome 
of  thofe  moft  worthy  of  your  attention, 
and  from  time  to  time  endeavour  to  amufe 
you  with  fuch  defcriptions  as  my  imper- 
fect memory  and  untutored  pen  can  fupply. 

The  only  objeft  which  has  equalled  my 
high-raifed  expectations,  is  Weftminfter 

Abbey* 
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Abbey.     I   was  too  young   three   years 
ago,  to  pay  much  attention  to  it,     Nowr 
my  admiration  increafes  with  every  new 
furvey.  —  With    what  a  reverential  awe 
did  I  enter  that  noble  edifice  !   The  mag- 
nificence of  the  building  is  fufficient  to 
imprefs  the  mind  with  the  mod  fublimc 
ideas ;   but  with  what  an  infinite  variety 
of  folemn  pathetic  reflections  are   thefe 
fcenes  affociated !« — I  wiih  for  you  at  all 
times,  but  ficken  with  impatience  for  your 
loved  fociety,  when  wandering  alone  thro9 
the  Abbey.    The  facred  enthufiafm  which 
it  infpires,  you,  my  Julia,   are  formed  to 
feel  and  relifh.   Good  Heaven  !  with  what 
delightful  fyrnpathy  would  I  obferve  the 
movements  of  your  foul,  in  your  animat- 
ed countenance,    while    conducting  you 
through  the  tombs. 

At  this  moment  I  fee  the  gaze  of  min« 
gled  tendernefs  and  admiration,  with  which 
you  fix  your  eyes  on  the  beautiful,  Ian- 

guifhing, 
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guifhing,  dying  figure  of  Lady  Nightin~ 
gale ;  and  the  melting  compaffion  that 
fteals  through  every  nerve,  while  behold- 
ing the  terror  and  anguifh  painted  in  the 
countenance  of  her  diftra&ed  hufband. 

How  richly  fraught,  my  Julia,  is  the 
whole  fcene,  with  pious  and  folemn  re- 
flections !  The  fcene  where  monarchs  re- 
ceive and  refign  their  fceptres ;  where  ge- 
nius and  valour  are  crowned  with  fame, 
and  pride  and  power  are  conquered  by 
death  ;  where  rivals,  friends,  and  foes, 
ileep  in  peace  together  j  where  tyrants  and 
bigots  vainly  plotted  to  enflave  mankind, 
and  Addifon  fuccefsfully  ftudied  to  reform 
them. 

I  fliall  but  half  enjoy  the  wonders  of 
this  little  world,  in  abfence  of  my  friend  j 
but  how  greatly  will  my  relifh  of  every 
pleafure  be  increafed,  if,  by  communicat- 
ing, I  can  teach  you  to  fliare  them  with  me ! 

Before 
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Before  quitting  the  Abbey,  which  I 
never  do  without  relu&ance,  I  muft  in- 
form you  of  a  new  fpecies  of  entertain- 
ment which  it  lately  afforded  me.  While 
wandering  there  on  Saturday,  my  medi- 
tations were  interrupted  by  the  entrance 
of  tv/o  perfons,  one  of  whom,  in  the  true 
goffipping  flile,  was  inftrufting  her  com- 
panion (who  appeared  to  be  a  Granger) 
in  the  defigns  of  the  different  monuments^ 
and  the  names  and  qualities  of  the  feveral 
perfonages  who  adorned  them  ;  and  with 
whom  the  good  woman  feerned  perfe&ly 
intimate.-  In  the  courfe  of  this  moil  curious 
rhapfody,  I  knew  not  which  to  admire 
mod,  her  loquacity,  her  ingenuity,  or  her 
ignorance.  She  feemed  to  have  eftablifhed 
it  as  a  maxim,  that  i  the  woman  who  de» 
c  liberates,  is  loft  j  'and  therefore  went  on 
without  hefitation,  declaiming,  lamenting^ 
and  moralizing,  by  turns;  and,  like  death, 
whofe  regifter  flie  had  conftituted  herfelf^ 
levelling  all  diftin&ions.     The  different 

emblems 
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emblems  of  peace,  plenty,  time,  fame,  kc. 
ftopt  her  rapid  career  a  few  moments ; 
but  (lie  did  not  puzzle  her  brain,  to  dif- 
cover  what  her  invention  could  fo  eafily 
fupply^  and  contented  herfelf  with  bellow- 
ing the  title  of  Angel  on  every  being  who 
wore  wings.  After  a  thoufand  blunders 
too  abfurd  to  be  repeated,  fhe  fixed  her 
eyes  on  Shakefpeare's  monument,  and 
reading  the  inscription. — €    Aye,  aye,  ex- 

*  claimed  (he,  this  was  his  Majefly's  ar- 

*  chiteel ;  I  warrant  ye  he  built  this  here 
c   Abbey,   for  you   fee   he  holds  a  fcroll 

*  telling  of  towers,  palaces,  and  temples/ 
c   And  (turning  to  Handel's)   there  is  his 

*  trumpeter  too  ;  poor  man  !   his  wind  is 

*  broken  now,  and  it  is  what  we  mull  all 
4  come  to.5 

On  approaching  the  tomb  of  Sir  Ifaac 
Newton,  c  Look'ee  there  now,  cried  fhe, 
6  that  there  great  man  was  the  firft  who 
'  taught   us  to  fee  light  the  right  way,. 

4  and 
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c  and  follow  the  courfe  of  the  ftars.  You, 

6  fee  he  holds  a  comet  in  his  hand,  to  fhew 

*  he  was  not  a  bit  afraid  of  them  :  And 
c  thefe  fine  little  boys  here  at  play  around 
c  him  (pointing  to  the  arts  and  fciences) 

*  were  every  one  his  pupils.5 

I  know  not  in  what  ftile  of  adulation 
our  great  philofopher  may  now  be  hailed 
by  kindred  fpirits  in  heaven  ;  but  1  will 
venture  to  affirm,  whilfl  on  earth,  his  ear 
was  never  foothed  by  a  ftrain  of  more  fu- 
fclime,  though  fimple  flattery. 

I  fear  I  have  tired  you  with  this  long 
letter,  but  the  defire  of  amufing  you  has 
occafioned  it.  Should  the  chearful  flow 
of  my  fpirits  at  any  time  difagree  with 
the  more  ferious  tone  of  your's,  check  my 
impertinent  fallies,  my  beloved  Julia;  and 
believe,  that  gaiety  will  ever  be  readily 
abjured  by  your  friend,  when  it  is  dif- 
cordant  with  your  penfive  humour,  or  fe- 
rious reflexions.  Maria  Herbert* 
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Mifs  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen-Mpiria  Stanley. 

London. 
WE  have  been  thrown  into  the  ut- 
mofl  condensation,  my  dear  aunt,  by  the 
itrangefl  accident. — Lucy,  our  too  giddy 
thoughtlefs  girl,  has  ex  poled  herfelf  to  a 
mortification,  the  moft  painful  of  all  others 
to  a  woman  of  true  delicacy; — that  of  be- 
coming the  object  of  public  animadverfion 
and  ridicule. 

Afraid  that  this  ftrange  affair  may  reach 
you,  with  thofe  difagreeable  additions.- 
which  fuch  ftories  always  gain  from  ge- 
neral report,  fhe  commiffions  me  to  give 
you  an  account  of  the  whole  adventure ; 
and  to  affure  you,  that  though  her  fpirits 
are  ftill  much  agitated  by  recol!e£Uon  of 
the  danger  in  which  her  imprudence  laft 
night  involved  her,  fhe  will  loon  convince 

you, 
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you,  by  writing  herfelf,  that  they  have  not 
abandoned  her. 

Having  often  expreffed  a  great  defire 
to  go  to  a  mafquerade,  in  fpite  of  my 
father's  diflike  of  that  entertainment,  her 
eloquence  and  perfeverance  at  length  over- 
came his  fcruples,  and  he  confented  to 
her  accompanying  Sir  James  and  Lady 
Melford  laft  night  to  the  Pantheon. 

She  was  very  elegantly  dreffed  in  a 
Spanifh  habit,  ornamented  with  all  the 
jewels  left  her  by  her  godmother,  and 
looked  charmingly  ;  though  1  could  not 
help  telling  her,  fhe  had  miftaken  her 
talents,  in  thinking  herfelf  qualified  to 
maintain  with  dignity  the  character  of  a 
Spaniard  :  But  fhe  reminded  me,  that  no 
one  appeared  publicly  in  their  own  cha- 
racter, and  that  it  was  proper  for  her  to 
learn,  like  the  reft  of  the  gay  world,  to 
affume  what  difguifes  fhe  pleafed. 

Vol.  I.  D  My 
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My  father  and  I  flipped  without  com>* 
pany,  and  fat  very  late,  in  expe&ation  of 
her  arrival.  You  may  imagine  our  afto- 
Xiifhment,  when  a  fervant  of  Lady  Mel- 
ford's  knocked  violently  at  the  door,  and 
afked  eagerly,  whether  Mifs  Herbert  was 
yet  arrived  ?  On  finding  (he  was  not,  he 
flew  off  like  a  madman,  calling  to  John, 
not  to  inform  Sir  William  that  he  had 
been  enquiring  about  her. 

Being  in  the  front  parlour,  we  heard 
all  that  paffed  ;  nor  was  our  furprife  and 
terror  leffened,  when  a  carriage  driving 
furioufly  up  to  the  door,  a  Gentleman 
entered,  followed  by  a  Lady,  fupporting 
Lucy,  pale  as  death ;  her  hair  difhevelled, 
and  her  drefs  in  the  greateft  diforder. 

I  flew  to  my  dear  filler,  who  feemed 
unable  to  fpeak.  Don't  be  alarmed  too 
much,  Madam,  faid  the  ftranger  j  this 
foung  Lady  has  been  fadly  frightened; 

but 
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but,  fhe  allures  me,  not  in  the  lead  degree 
hurt.  I  hope  a  little  quiet  will  reftore  her, 
and  that  1  (hall  have  the  happinefs  to- 
morrow of  finding  her  fpirits  perfectly 
recovered.  So  faying,  the  two  ftrangers 
retired,  without  waiting  for  thofe  acknow- 
ledgements which  our  extreme  agitation 
prevented  us  from  paying. 

Having  a  little  recovered  from  her 
terror,  Lucy  informed  us,  that  juft  as 
Lady  Melford's  company  were  alighting 
at  the  door  of  the  Pantheon,  a  chariot 
drove  up  with  fuch  violence,  that  the 
wheels  of  the  two  carriages  were  en- 
tangled, and  occafioned  a  great  buftk 
and  difturbance. 

A   gentleman  in  a  Turkifh  habit,  a- 
lighted  from  the  chariot,  and  after  be- 
flowing  feveral  hearty  curfes  on  his  coach- 
man, came  up  to  Lady  Melford,  and  pc* 
D  2  litely 
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litely  expreffed  his  concern  for  what  had 
happened. 

He  withdrew,  and  the  company  walked 
towards  the  upper  end  of  the  room.  In  a 
few  minutes,  he  rejoined  them  ;  and  con- 
tinuing very  affiduous  about  Lady  Mel- 
fcrd,  fhe  expreffed  a  wifli  to  know  whe- 
ther flie  had  the  honour  of  being  ac- 
quainted with  him.  Is  it  poffible,  Madam, 
returned  he,  that  you  do  not  know  me  ? 
Indeed  I  do  not,  Sir,  (he  replied.  Then, 
continued  he  in  a  whifper,  I  fhall  for  the 
future  have  a  higher  opinion  than  for- 
merly of  my  ability  to  deceive,  fmce  I 
have  efcaped  being  difcovered  even  by  the 
penetrating  eyes  of  Lady  Melford. 

This  fpeech  convincing  her  that  the 
Turk  muft  be  one  of  her  acquaintance, 
fhe  made  no  fcruple  of  entering  into  con- 
yerfation  with  him. 


Sir 
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Sir  James,  who  wore  a  plain  domino, 
came  up,  and  told  Lady  Melford,  that  he 
was  going  to  join  in  a  dance,  (df  which 
Lucy  had  juft  declared  herfelf  a  great  ad- 
mirer). 

The  Turk  entreated  her  to  honour  him 
with  her  hand,  a  favour,  which,  wittr 
Lady  Melford's  approbation,  fne  readily 
granted,  and  away  they  tripped ;  but  the 
room  being  very  crouded,  they  could  not 
get  forward  in  time  for  the  dance.  Lucy 
then  propofed  returning  to  her  company  j 
but  her  partner  importuned  her  with  fuch 
earneftnefs  to  wait  for  the  next  dance, 
that  ike  knew  not  how  to  refufe.  Juft  as 
it  was  about  to  begin,  a  perfon  in  a  plain 
domino  (whom  Lucy  fuppofed  to  be  Sir 
James,  having  never  feen  him  till  that 
evening)  came  in  great  hafte,  and  told 
her,  *  that  Lady  Melford  was  fuddenly 
*  taken  ill,  and  begged  her  to  come  to* 
D  3  *  h§£ 
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*  her  inftantly,  as  fhe  muft  return  home3 
s  and  waited  for  her  in  the  coach/ 


Her  partner  prefented  her  his  handy 
and  fhe  fuffered  him  to  lead  her  out,  with- 
out once  reflecting  on  her  imprudence, 
in  thus  putting  herfelf  under  the  protec- 
tion of  a  ftranger.  When  they  reached 
the  door,  Lady  Melford's  fervants  were 
repeatedly  called  ;  but  neither  carriage 
nor  fervants  appeared.  She  was  in  the 
Vtmoft  agitation,  when  another  mafk  ad- 
dreffing  himfelf  to  the  Turk,  c  Lady  Mel- 

*  ford,  Sir,'  faid  he,  6  was  fo  ill,  that  fhe 

*  could  not  wait  for  the  young  Lady,  but 

*  entreats  you  will  be  fo  good  as  to  attend 
c  her  home  in  a  coach  that  waits  here.5 
Poor  Lucy,  unfufpicious  of  the  artful 
fnare  laid  for  her,  and  under  the  greateft 
concern  for  her  friend,  fuffered  her  part- 
ner to  attend  her  into  the  carriage,  who 
ealled  to  the  coachman  to  drive  to  Sir 
James  Melford's  in  Upper  Brook-ftreet. 

Qn 
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On  exprefling  much  impatience  to  get 
there,  the  ftranger  put  out  his  head,  and 
fpoke  to  the  coachman,  who  then  drove 
very  hard.  Lucy,  much  furprifed  at  the 
time  they  took  to  reach  Brook-ftreet,  fud» 
denly  let  down  the  glafs,  and,  with  equal 
terror  and  aftonifhment,  faw  herfelf  at  the 
end  of  a  ftreet  terminated  by  the  high  road. 

She  haftily  exclaimed,  fi  Good  Heaven! 
*  where  is  the  coachman  carrying  us  ?'  But, 
inftead  of  making  any  reply,  the  villain 
who  accompanied  her,  pulling  up  both 
the  blinds,  feized  her  hands,  and  began 
to  tear  off  the  diamond  buttons  from  her 
habit. 

She  fcreamed  with  all  her  force ;  but 
the  coachman  either  did  not,  or  would 
not  hear  her.  Having  fecured  his  booty  5 
the  wretch  called  to  him  to  flop,  and9 
jumping  out,  run  off,  leaving  poor  Lucy 
ia  a  fainting  fit.   Seeing  her  lie  lifelefs  on 

thp 
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the  feat,  the  coachman  at  firft  imagined 
the  villain  had  murdered  her,  and  returned 
towards  the  ftreet  with  all  fpeed,  where, 
obferving  a  tavern -door  dill  open,  he 
flopped,   and  begged  affiflance. 

The  ftrange  drefs  and  appearance  of 
poor  Lucy,  foon  drew  around  her,  not 
only  the  landlord,  but  all  his  guefts.  After 
having  fwallowed  a  glafs  of  hartfhorn  in 
water,  (he  became  more  compofed,  and 
begged  the  landlord  to  accompany  her 
home;  when  a  poft-chaife  and  four  pafling 
by,  the  proprietor  of  it  feeing  a  croud,  and 
a  number  of  lights  affembled  round  a  car- 
riage, ftopt  to  inquire  what  was  the  matter* 

Having  been  informed  of  the  robbery, 
he  alighted,  and  advancing  to  the  coach, 
very  humanely  expreffed  his  concern  for 
Lucy's  diftrefs,  and  begged  her  to  accept 
of  a  feat  in  his  carriage,  and  allow  his 
filler  and  him  to  attend  her  home. 

Yftt*. 
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You  may  believe  this  offer  was  grate- 
fully accepted  \  and  though  (till  fick,  and 
trembling  with  the  fright,  our  dear  girl 
called  in  her  way,  to  inform  Lady  Melford 
of  her  fafety,  whom  fhe  found  in  the  mod 
dreadful  alarm  on  her  account. 

Her  proteflor,  Mr  Somerville,  and  his 
fifter,  have  juft  been  here  ;  they  feern 
very  good  people,  and  the  concern  they 
fhew  about  Lucy  makes  us  forget  they 
are  ftrangers.  I  hope  to-morrow  {he  will 
herfelf  be  able  to  give  you  affu ranees  of 
her  health ;  you  need  none  of  the  duty 
and  refpect  of 

Your  affe&ionate  niece, 

Maria  Herbert* 


LET- 
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LETTER  VII. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert,  to  Mrs  He! en-Maria 
Stanley* 

London. 
AS  there  is  nothing  fo  tedious  as  a 
twice  told  tale,  when  there  is  not  on£ 
circumftance  in  it  that  can  either  gratify 
the  curiofity  of  the  hearer,  or  the  vanity 
of  the  reciter  ;  you  will  readily  forgive 
me  for  my  paffing  over  in  filence,  the  dif- 
agreeable  affair  Maria  has  already  related* 

I  know,  and  have  anticipated  all  yotf 
can  fay  on  the  fabjed  of  my  imprudence, 
giddinefs,  want  of  thought,  &c.  But  I 
have  a  greater  refpeft  for  truth,  and  a 
juiler  notion  of  my  own  character,  than 
to  make  promifes  of  future  amendment, 
which  I  may  never  be  able  to  fulfil.  Be- 
fides,  I  am  entirely  of  Dr  Armftrong's 
opinion,  f  'Tis  painful  thinking  that  cor* 
£  rodes  our  clayj'  and  fmce  I  have  neither 

time 
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time  nor  inclination  for  this  laborious 
exercife,  I  muft  entreat  my  dear  aunt  to 
#xcufe  me. 

I  plainly  fee,  all  things  here  are  efti- 
mated  by  a  fingle  word — .Fafhion.  Ap- 
ply it  to  drefs,  manners,  language,  nay 
vice  itfelf,  and  they  inftantly,  as  if  by 
the  power  of  magic,  change  both  their 
name  and  nature.  Extravagance  becomes 
tafte,  licentioufnefs  fpirit,  folly  high-breed* 
ing,  and  religion  nothing. 

A  fine  face,  a  lively  fancy,  and  an  air 
of  the  world,  qualifies  one  for  becoming 
a  woman  of  fafhion,  and  leading  all  the 
fools  in  this  vaft  metropolis  1  What  need 
then  for  thought  or  refle&ion,  which 
would  only  teach  us  to  defpiie  or  con- 
demn all  that  the  gay  world  approves 
and  praftifesi1 — You  will  doubtlefs  expeffc 
to  hear  fomething  more  about  our  new 
friends  (for  violent  friends  they  already 

profefs 
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profefs  themfelves)  Mr  and  Mifs  Somer- 
ville  of  Somerville-hall. 

The  Squire  talks  like  the  reft  of 'his 
fpecies ;  his  foxes  run  till  we  are  all  out 
of  breatji ;  his  trouts  have  each  a  couple 
of  inches  added  to  their  tails,  and  his  par- 
tridges lay  their  eggs  by  the  fcore. 

As  for  Mifs,  flie  is  ftraight  from  Par- 
naffus ;  and  not  only  amufes  herfelf  like 
other  poeteffes,  with  rambling  carelefsly 
about  the  fkirts  of  the  mountain,  but  bold- 
ly afcends  even  its  Pindaric  heights.  In 
fpite  of  her  fatigues,  fhe  appears  fo  much 
en  bon  point,  that  I  am  perfuaded  the 
Heliconian  fprings  mull  be  as  nourishing 
as  they  are  intoxicating.  Certain  it  is, 
thefe  fons  and  daughters  of  Apollo, '  whofe 
€  trade  it   is  to  put  fhackles  upon  good 

#  fenfe,  and  fmother  reafon  with  heaps  of 

*  flowers,5  fwell  mightily,  if  they  do  not 
fatten,  upon  praife. 

For 
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For  my  part,  I  have  always  fufpe&ed 
the  food  of  poets  to  be  much  a-kin  to 
that  of  lovers,  which,  if  properly  annalized, 
would  prove  intrinfically  lighter  than  air* 

You  aft,  how  we  all  go  on  ?  Why,  juft 
in  the  ufual  ftile :  My  father  returns  from 
St  James's  loaded  with  promifes,  which 
are  fo  light  a  burden,  that  the  chairmen 
exaft  no  fare  for  them.  I  figh  and  fimper 
by  turns,  whilfl  Maria  wears  a  fmile  as 
fettled,  as  that  of  the  angel  Gabriel  in 
the  falutation.  In  fhcprt,  my  dear  aunt! 
having  got  the  fquire  and  his  filter  amongfl: 
us,  I  may  affirm  that  our  coterie  compre-* 
hends  in  it  every  variety  of  charader;  the 
joyous,  the  penfive,  the  ferious,  and  the 
ridiculous.  CarifciejQce  impertinently  tells 
me,  to  which  of  thefe  clafles  you  will  affign 
Your  troublefome  niece, 

Lucy  Herbert. 

P.  5.  I  wonder  if  confcience  ever  was 
In  London,  that  fhe  is  fo  ill-bred  ? 
Vol.  I.  E  LET. 


50       MISS   GR  EVIL  LE. 


LETTER    VIIL 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mifs  Lucy 
Herbert. 

Stanley  Farm* 
IN  fpite  of  your  laft  letter,  my  dear 
Lucy !  I  hope  you  will  neither  lay  afidc 
thought  nor  reflection,  efpecially  in  Lon- 
don, where  you  will  find  fo  many  fubje&s 
for  the  one,  and  fuch  neceffity  for  the  other. 

Reading,  too,  I  would  earneftly  recom- 
mend to  you,  as  the  beft  way  of  occupy- 
ing a  part  of  every  morning.  Even  after 
the  memory  is  ftored  with  truths  moft 
neceflary  for  the  condu&  of  life,  the  mental 
powers  mud  be  exercifed,  and  the  affec- 
tions awakened  by  ferious  refle&ion  on 
interefting  fubje&s,  elfe  our  minds  will 
fink  into  a  lethargic  ftate,  joylefs  to  our* 
felves,  and  ufelefs  to  others. 

The 
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The  mind,  naturally  active,  when  not 
engaged  in  refle&ion  at  home,  feeks  em- 
ployment abroad  ;  and  inftead  of  invefli- 
gating  our  own,  the  characters  of  others 
become  the  fubject  of  enquiry. 

We  are  all  difpofed  to  think  better  of 
ourfelves  than  we  deferve.  We  compare 
ourfelves  with  tfaofe  around  us,  and  with 
fuch  too  as  are  lead  deferving.  Prejudice 
and  paffion  aggravate  their  foibles  into 
faults  ;  felf-love  diminifhes  our  own  to 
pardonable,  or  even  amiable  weakneffes* 

Satisfied  that  our  lives  are  unftained 
by  grofs  vices,  we  take  no  note  of  thofe 
leffer  faults  into  which  we  daily  and  in- 
fenfibly  Aide ; — faults,  too,  for  which  no 
excufe  can  be  offered,  becaufe  there  is  no 
temptation  to  the  commiffion  of  them,  and 
which  might  eafily  be  avoided.    Such,  for 

inftance,  are  the  offences  of  the  tongue 

Detraction  is  a  vice  to  which  our  fex  is 
E  z  peculiarly 
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peculiarly  addicted  :  And  yet  it  is  as  eafy 
to  fpeak  good  of  our  neighbour,  or  be 
filent,  as  to  fpeak  evil  ;  for  a  good  word 
coils  as  little  as  a  bad  one.  Could  \vc 
hope,  by  blaming,  to  amend,  there  would 
be  fome  excufe  for  the  frequency  and  fe- 
verity  of  our  ftri&ures ;  but  we  may  find 
fault  to  the  end  of  the  world,  without  re» 
forming  a  fingle  perfon  in  it. 

At  firft  fight,  this  too  common  error, 
this  harfh  trait  of  the  human  heart,  feems 
to  fpring  from  fome  feeds  of  malevolence 
fown  there  by  the  hand  of  Heaven  itfelf* 
'  What   pleafure,  fays   the  Mifanthrope, 

*  could  one  human  being  find  in  detrad- 
€  ing  from  the  merit  of  another,  unlefs 

*  he  were  naturally  both  envious  and  ma- 
c  licious  ?'  But  let  us  try,  my  dear  Lucy  I 
whether  we  may  not  derive  this  propen- 
sity from  a  lefs  culpable  motive. 

May 
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May  not  that  quick  fenfibility,  which 
is  the  foundation  of  the  moft  amiable  vir- 
tues, if  not  corre&ed  by  fuperior  princi- 
ples, betray  us  into  a  fevere  manner  of 
judging  ?  When  we  feel  exquifitely,  we 
exprefs  ourfelves  ftrongly ;  and  hence,  thofc 
weakneffes  that  excite  difguft,  we  are  more 
ready  to  revile,  than  to  pity. 

The  more  intimately  we  become  ac- 
quainted with  our  own  characters,  my 
Lucy !  the  more  excufes  will  we  make  for 
the  frailties  of  others.  It  is  the  moft  im- 
portant of  all  ftudies,  and  that  in  which 
diligence  will  be  moft  fecure  of  fuccefs. 
Ptirfue  it  earneftly,  and  daily  add  to  the 
pleafure  of 

Your  truly  affectionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley. 


E  3  LETJ 
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LETTER    IX. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen-Maria 
Stanley. 

London. 

TO  be  difpleafed  with  one's  felf,  never 
fails  to  render  every  object  around  us  dif- 
pleafing.  I  am  out  of  humour  with  the 
whole  world  this  morning ;  and  you  alone 
can  reconcile  me  to  it,  by  reconciling  me 
to  myfelf. 

Poor  Mrs  Dale  has  juft  left  me,  after 
fatiguing  me  to  death  by  a  tedious  repe- 
tition of  grievances,  which  I  have  heard 
enumerated  a  thoufand  times,  and  which, 
alas !  I  can  do  nothing  to  relieve. 

My  dear  aunt!  I  am  afhamed  to  con- 
fefs  that  I  felt  fo  fretfully  impatient,  the 
unhappy  Lady  difcovered,  by  my  reftlefs- 
nefs  and  inattention,  my  wearinefs  of  the 
fubjeft. 

A 
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A  piteous  look,  and  heavy  figh,  be- 
trayed the  deep  anguifh  I  had  thought- 
lefsly  inflided.  Your  image  flood  before 
me;  confounded  and  abaihed,  I  dared  not 
to  lift  my  eyes,  whiift,  in  terms  to  this 
effect,   methought  you  admoniflied  your 

faulty  girl. 

\ 

c  To  liften  to  the  complaints   of  the 

*  unfortunate,  is  a  far  more  difficult  tafk 
c  than  to  relieve  their  neceffities;  yet  this 
c  is  a  facrifice  humanity  requires  from  us. 
c  To  all,  our  alms  cannot  extend  :   but 

*  fympathy  and  attention  may  be  afforded 
6  to  all;  and  thofe  whom  the  former  can- 
6  not  relieve,  the  latter  may  confole.' 

Like  many  others  of  the  human  race^ 
I  hope,  by  confeffion,  to  merit  abfolution; 
but  I  know,  to  obtain  this  from  my  ghoftly 
mother,  I  mufl  ftrive,  by  my  future  con- 
duct, to  make  atonement  for  my  paft 
offence*     This  is  my  finccre  refolution* 

«  Praife 
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c   Praife  virtue,  and  it  will  encreafe.'     A 
word  to  the  wife — you  underftand  me  ? 

In  order  to  do  penance  for  my  fin,  I 
vifited  to-day  the  fnarling  couple  at  Wood- 
fort.  To  be  always  of  the  fame  opinion, 
I  am  convinced 5  would  be  the  greateft  of 
nil  misfortunes  to  married  people.  How 
could  the  uniform  tenor  of  the  marriage 
ftate  be  fupported,  were  it  not  for  thofe 
infpiriting  varieties  of  temper  and  humour 
to  which  wedlock  gives  free  fcope  ?  A 
little  gentle  oppofition  whets  one's  wits ; 
a  lively  altercation  braces  the  nerves ;  and 
a  brifk  difpute  gives  an  unfpeakable  zeft 
to  the  fweets  of  the  matrimonial  banquet. 
'Were  it  not  fo,  v/ould  we  fee  thefe  uni- 
verfally  praclifed  from  Adam  and  Eve, 
Abraham  and  Sarah,  Socrates  and  Xan- 
tippe,  down  to  the  prefent  hour  ?  But 
though  fuch  varieties  may  be  verv  falu- 
tary  to  the  parties  concerned,  they  cer- 
tainly afford  but  indifferent  entertainment 

to 
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to  their  guefts,  and  ought  therefore  to 
be  referved  for  the  dele&able  hours  of 
privacy. 

Heavens !  my  dear  aunt !  and  is  this  the 
fweet  paffion  of  Love,  of  which  fo  much 
has  been  fung  and  faid?  The  joy  of  youth, 
— the  folace  of  age — the  only  bufinefs  of 
life  !  The  effenee  of  fentiment — the  foul 
of  heroifm — the  bond  of  the  univerfe  ! 
Poffeft  of  which,  we  are  rich  in  midfl  of 
poverty,  and  happy  in  defpite  of  nature  j 
but  without  which,  all  the  treafures,  ho- 
nours, and  delights,  on  this  terreflrial 
ball,  are  nothing  ? 

Let  me  be  poor,  or  rich, — honoured, 
or  defpifed  ; — but  never — oh!  never  let 
it  be  my  fate — to  marry  for  love ! 

I  have  jufl  received  a  flighty  epiftle  from 
coufin  Harley,  filled  with  love,  efteem, 
admiration,  and  eternal  regard.     1  have 

paid 
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paid  two  {hillings  for  portage  ;  and  the 
contents,  moderately  fpeaking,  are  not 
worth  a  farthing.  1  pardon  him,  on  con- 
fideration  that  he  will  foon  reach  France, 
where  he  will  learn  better  manners  than 
to  remember  his  abfent  friends.  Fare- 
well !  I  muft  drefs,  to  attend  the  wedding 
of  an  old  companion.  Nothing,  my  dear 
aunt,  is  fo  dull  as  to  folemnize  happinefs. 
Pleafure  is  of  too  volatile  a  nature,  to  bear 
being  expofed  to  view.  It  refides  in  the 
heart  ;  and  thofe  ebulitions  of  it  which 
can  be  exprefled  by  the  tongue,  fly  off  in 
a  moment :  So  will  not  the  lively  grati* 
tude,  and  fincere  affection,  of  your 

Lucy  Herbert, 


LET 
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LETTER    X. 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mifs  Lucy 
Herbert. 

Stanley  Farm. 
YOU  fuperfede  the  neceffity  of  my 
reprehenfion,  my  dear  girl,  by  your  frank 
confeffion  of  your  fault,  and  fincere  refo- 
lution  of  amendment.  Long — long  may 
it  be,  ere  experience  teach  you  to  know 
the  whole  weight  of  your  offence,  by  the 
feelings  of  unpitied  calamity.  Alas !  that 
any  of  the  human  race  fhould  add  un- 
kindnefs  to  affliftion,  or,  by  contempt,  em- 
bitter the  anguifh  of  the  defpondent  heart ! 

For  the  future,  on  fuch  occafions  as 
that  you  mention,  let  us  imitate  the  ex- 
ample of  our  Heavenly  Father,  who,  tho* 
well  acquainted  with  all  our  wants  and  in- 
firmities, invites  us  to  pour  out  our  hearts 
before  him;  becaufe  he  hath  fo  conftitutect 

the 
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the  human  mind,  that,  in  complaint,  it  finds 
fenfible  relief.  Alas,  my  Lucy,  how  differ- 
ent is  our  conduct!  We  tire  of  liftening  to 
a  detail  of  misfortunes,  which  can  admit 
of  no  other  alleviation  but  fympathy,  and 
in  which  we  ourfelves  may  be  involved 
before  the  dawn  of  another  day. 

The  fingular  diftreffes  in  which  poor 
Mrs  Dale  has  been  plunged,  not  through 
her  own,  but  the  fault  of  others,  have 
given  rife  this  morning  to  many  ferious 
reflections  on  our  ignorance  of  the  great 
and  inexplicable,  yet',  doubtlefs,  juft  and 
good  plan  of  Divine  Providence.  Some 
thoughts  of  Bifhop  King's  on  this  fubjedt, 
which  appeared  very  ingenious,  occurring 
to  my  memory,  I  fhall  endeavour  to  com- 
municate them  to  you,  though  not  in  his 
own  words,  as  I  have  not  his  book  by  me, 

c  When  we  difcourfe  of  the  wifdom, 
*  power,  and  juftice  of  God,  it  is  probable 

6  that 
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c  that   our  conceptions    bear  no   nearer 

*  refemblance  to  thefe  attributes  of  the 

*  Deity,  than  the '  ftrokes  on  a  map,  to 

*  the  mountains,  cities,  and  rivers,  which 

*  they  are  meant  to  reprefent. 

4  And  were  we  to  place  a  map  before  a 

*  favage.  and,  pointing  to  a  fet  of  irregular 

*  black  ftrokes,   call  them  by  the  names 
4  of  the  hills,  lakes,  or  favannahs,  which 

*  have  been  long  familiar  to  his  eye,  he 

*  would   be  aftonifhed   at   our  folly,  till 

*  fcieiice  had  inftrudted  him  to  compre- 

*  hend  our  meaning,  and  adopt  our  Ian- 

*  guage.' 

I  rejoice  to  hear  that  Mifs  Somerville 
has  loft  nothing  by  her  late  journies  to 
ParnaiTus.  I  hope  you  did  not  attempt  to 
leffen  that  felf-complacency,  which  muffc 
confole  her  under  the  many  mortifications 
Hie  will  probably  encounter  in  the  danger- 
ous path  {he  has  chofen. 

Vol.  L  F  There 


«2        MISS  GUEVILLE. 

There  is  a  wide  difference,  my  Lucy^ 
between  flattering  the  weaknefles  of  our 
fellow-creatures,  and  wounding  their  felf- 
love,  by  treating  their  opinions  with  con- 
tempt, and  oppofmg  their  prejudices  with 
triolence. 

The  firft  is  the  deteftable  art  of  a  little 
mind ;  the  fecond,  the  humane  forbear- 
ance of  a  benevolent  heart. 

The  vivacity  of  our  coufiri  Harley's 
imagination,  will  fubjed  him  to  fevere  dis- 
appointments.     He  is  one  of  thofe  6  chH- 

*  dren  of  hope,  who  extrad  evil,  both 
c  from  what  they  gain,  and  what  they  lofe; 

*  fince  the  good  they  obtain,  is  always 
c  found  to  be  lefs  than  expedation  j  and 
c  that  of  which  they  are  difappointed,  they 
6  fuppofe  would  have  been  greater.* 

To  make  up  in  fome  meafure  the  lofs 
j-qu  have  lately  fuftained,  I  fend  my  dear 
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girl,  a  pair  of  diamond  ear  rings,  which 
were  the  gift  of  that  amiable  friend  you 
have  often  heard  me  lament.  I  confefs  it 
is  with  intention  to  improve,  as  well  as  a- 
dorn  you,  that  I  make  you  this  prefent. 
It  was  her  cuftom  to  annex  to  every  little 
ornament,  the  name  of  fome  virtue  which 
fhe  was  particularly  defirou3  of  attaining, 
or  by  which  thofe  friends  from  whom  fhe 
received  them  were  dittinguifhed.  The 
words,  candour,  modefty,  humility,  and 
charity,  were  infcribed  on  her  various 
trinkets,  in  cyphers  underftood  only  by 
herfelf :  And  by  means  of  this  ingenious 
invention,  thofe  ornaments  which  minifter 
to  the  vanity  of  other  young  people,  ferved 
with  her  not  only  as  a  defence  againfl 
folly,  but  as  a  conftant  monitor  to  virtue* 

I  continue  as  ufual, 

'  Along  the  cool  fequefter'd  vale  of  \ik, 
£  To  hold  the  noifelefs  tenor  of  my  way/ 

F  2  As 
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As  we  advance  in  our  journey,  my 
dear  Lucy !  felf  becomes  our  chief  and 
mod  interefting  ftudy.  Happy  for  us 
when  it  yields  us  pleafure  !  Happy,  in  no 
inconfiderable  degree,  when  the  retrofpecl 
of  the  paft,  fupplies  us  with  new  vigour 
in  forming  good  refolutions  with  regard 
to  the  future  ! 

Adieu! — -Let  neither  the  allurements  of 
pleafure  feduce  you  from  the  path  of 
duty,  nor  its  difficulties  relax  your  perfe- 
verance.  Remember,  our  prefent  ftatc 
refembles  that  of  a  man  fwiming  againft 
a  ftrong  current :  Whilft  he  continues 
his  exertions,  he  will  certainly  advance  ; 
but  if  for  one  moment  he  relaxes  his  du 
ligence,  he  will  be  forcibly  carried  back, 
and  perhaps,  by  all  his  ftruggles,  will 
jiever  again  recover  what  he  has  loft.  We 
muft  prefs  towards  the  goal ;-— to  be  ita- 
tionary,  is  to  be  undone. 

Your  ever  affe&ionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley. 


MISS   GREVILLE. 
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LETTER   XL 

Mi/s  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen-Maria 
Stanley. 

London. 
I  am  in  fo  melancholy  a  mood  to-night, 
that  I  am  fit  for  nothing  but  making  my 
will ;   and  1  think  I  cannot  do  better,  for 
I  am  expiring  with  vexation. 


c  Your  will!  What,  in  the  name  of  a- 
*  ftonifhment,  have  you  got  to  difpofe  of?* 
Several  articles,  my  good  aunt!  of  which- 
you  ftand  in  much  need  ;  but  which,  I 
doubt,  I  fhall  never  part  writh  as  long  as 
I  live.  For  inftance,  a  tolerable  fhare  of 
vanity — a  large  portion  of  loquacity — and 
abundance  of  fpirit,  which  miftaken  friends 
term  levity. — But,  to  return  to  my  griev* 
ances,  this  ft  range  mortal,  this  Squire 
Somerville,  has  taken  it  into  his  head 
4o  fell  in  love  with  me,  or  rather  with  my 
F  3  father^ 
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father,  who  has  undertaken  to  convince 
me,  that  I  cannot  have  one  reafonable 
obje&ion  to  the  man. 

My  dear  aunt !  I  have  a  hundred  and 
fifty  ;  but,  to  a  woman  of  your  fenfe,  one 
will  fuifice.  I  don't  love  him — -I  never 
will. 

Surely  he  gives  a  very  flender  proof 
either  of  his  prudence,  or  difcernment, 
in  choofmg  fuch  a  mate  ;  but,  I  promife 
you,  1  have  no  ambition  to  become  Lady 
of  Somerville  manor. 

They  really  teaze  me  with  their  impor- 
tunity. I  wifh  fathers  would  remember 
they  were  once  young;  and  that,  however 
willingly  children  would  obey  their  com- 
mands on  other  occafions,  it  is  impoffiblc 
to  marry  4  by  particular  defire,' 
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I  entreat  you  to  join  me  in  foliciting. 
permiffion  to  return  for  fome  time  to 
Stanley  farm.  I  am  quite  fick  of  this 
London.  The  mafquerade  gave  me  a 
difgufi  for  public  amufements ;  and  this 
impertinent  Soinerville  has  deftroyed  all 
my  domeftic  pleafures. 

Pray,  my  dear  aunt !  find  fome  pre- 
tence for  inviting  me  to  the  country  :  I 
am  really  mortified  to  fee  that  my  uncle 
can  fo  long  exift  without  his  favourite 
niece.  I  wifh  to  amufe  him,  efpecially 
as  I  imagine  there  is  no  chance  of  the 
troops  being  recalled  from  America  this 
feafon,  and  he  mud  have  many  an  anxi- 
ous hour  on  Harry's  account.  Pray,  when 
did  you  hear  from  him? 

I  never  was  lefs  difpofed  to  write  than 
at  prefent,  I  am  ftupid,  peevilh,  fple- 
netic,  and  would  give  the  world  for  a 
good  pretence  to  cry.     You  will  tell  me, 
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that   the  world  will  furnifh  me  with  s 
fhoufand. 

But,  left  I  fliould  infeft  you  with  my 
bad  humour,  I  will  bid  you  adieu,  with 
a  fimpie  truth,  which  is  worth  a  million 
of  compliments,   that,  in  every  fituation, 

1  am 

Your  grateful  and  affe£tionate 

Lucy  Herbert. 


LETTER    XII. 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mifs  Lutf 
Herbert 

Stanley  Farm. 

CONSCIOUS  of  the  influence  mf 
Lucy  has  over  me,  I  muft  weigh  both 
fides  of  the  queftion,  before  I  determine 
to  join  in  a  requeft  which  the  profpe£l  of 
again  enjoying  her  fociety  would  readily 
induce  me  to  make. 

Th^ 
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The  fame  poft  which  conveyed  your 
lafl  letter,  brought  me  one  from  your 
father,  and  another  from  Maria ;  both  of 
which  contained  fuch  a  chara&er  of  Mr 
Somerviile,  and  pointed  out  fo  many  ad- 
vantages that  would  accrue  to  your  family 
from  an  alliance  with  him,  that  it  would 
be  inconfiftent  with  my  fteady  regard  to 
your  intereft,  to  join  with  you  in  oppof- 
ing  the  wifhes  of  your  father.  At  leaft 
I  cannot  confent  to  do  fo,  till  you  have 
made  me  acquainted  with  your  hundred 
and  fifty  reafonable  objedions  to  Mr  So- 


merviile. 


That  you  do  not  yet  love  him,  I  can- 
not admit  as  one  of  thefe,  fince  you  have 
not  had  time  to  be  fufficiently  acquainted 
with  that  me/it  he  is  generally  allowed  to 
poffefs.  That  you  never  will  love  him,  is 
a  refolution  founded  in  humour  and  ca- 
price, not  an  objection  ;— a  refolution, 
which  is  unworthy  of  your  good  fenfe, 

and. 
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and  which,  I  doubt  not,  you  may  in  a  little 
time  be  brought  to  abandon. 

But,  come,  my  Lucy!  let  us  be  more 
ferious.  There-  is  only  one,  which  I  will 
allow  to  be  not  only  a  reafonable,  but 
an  unfurmountable  objeftion  ;  and  much 
do  I  miftake,  if  the  flile  of  your  letter 
does  not  imply  that  this  objection  actual- 
ly does  fubfift,  though  it  is  perhaps  the 
only  one  you  dare  not  adduce  in  defence 
of  your  refolution. 

Say,  then,  my  dear  child !  is  not  your 
heart  already  prepoffeffed  in  favour  of 
another  ?  Affure  me  only,  that  your  fa- 
vourite is  worthy  of  fuch  a  treafure,  and  I 
will  inftantly  become  not  only  your  con* 
vert,  but  advocate. — 1  remain  ever 
Your  affe&ionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley. 

LET. 
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LETTER    XIII. 

Mips  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen- Maria 

Stanley. 

London. 

ON  certain  occafions,  dear  aunt !  we 
poor  women  refemble  prifoners,  furround- 
cd  and  dilarmed  by  their  enemies, — nei- 
ther able  to  fly,  nor  defend  themielves. 
Allow  me  to  tell  you  a  ftory. 

A  young  friend  of  mine  was  long  en- 
gaged to  a  Gentleman  fhe  has  fince  mar- 
ried ;  but  family-reafons  required  that  the 
affair  fhould  be  kept  a  profound  fecret. 

An  impertinent  goffip  afked  her  one 
day,  in  prefence  of  her  mother,  whether 
fhe  was  not  foon  to  be  the  wife  of  Mr  B.  ? 
Inftead  of  returning  an  anfwer,  the  little 
Jefuit  exclaimed  in  a  feeming  rage,  *  I 
'  wilh  to  Heaven  Mr  B.  were  married, 
*  for  I  (hall  never  know  peace  till  then  l* 
Away  went  the  tattling  Lady,  and  affured 

the 
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the  whole  world,  €   that  fhe  had  it  from 

*  Mifs  — — 's  own  mouth,  that  there  was 

*  not  a  word  of  truth  in  the  report/ 

What  have  you  done,  my  cruel  moni- 
trefs  ?  You  have  laid  a  fnare  for  me,  from 
which  it  is  impoffible  to  efcape.  Surely 
-your  eyes,  if  not  as  bright,  are  at  leaft 
as  penetrating  as  thofe  of  your  namefake 
Helen,  of  mifchievous  memory.  Hitherto 
none  has  dared  to  hint  a  fufpicion  (owing 
doubtlefs  to  my  pad  difcretion)  of  my  be- 
ing capable  of  fuch  folly,  as  to  attach  my- 
felf  to  a  man  who  has  nothing  but  merit ; 
but  you  have  furnifhed  me  with  a  key, 
which  has  opened  to  me  a  heart  I  never 
before  was  at  pains  to  examine,  confcious 
that  it  contained  nothing  but  lumber. 

Well,  then  ;  what  if  I  have  difcovered 
a  poor  little  blind  urchin  lurking  in  a  fe- 
cret  corner,  into  which  he  has  flily  ftolen, 
under  the  name  of  efteem,  friendfhip,  or 

fome 
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fome  other  of  the  various  mafks  beneath 
which  he  fhelters  himfelf — Would  you 
have  the  barbarity  to  turn  him  out,  and 
expofe  him  to  the  chill  blafts  of  con- 
tempt and  indifference  ;  and,  ft  ill  worfe, 
to  the  derifion  of  all  the  great  and  gay 
world,  who  never  in  their  life  beheld  the 
poor  child? — You  could  not  furely  be  fo 
cruel. 

But,  as  you  fay,  c  to  be  ferious/  I  cer- 
tainly have  feen  men,  or  if  you  will,  a 
man,  whom  I  not  only  prefer  to  Mr  ^3o« 
nierville,  but  to  all  his  fex. 

You  farther  demand  to  know,  whether 
this  man  be  worthy  of  my  heart  ? — A  curi- 
ous queftion  enough,  from  a  fenfible  aunt 
of  fifty,  to  a  flippant  girl  of  eighteen ! 

Can  you  believe  I  would  have  beflow- 
ed  it  on  him,  if  I  had  not  thought  he 
deferved  it  ?   Or,   do  you  fuppofe  it  poffi- 

Vol.  I.  G  ble, 
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ble,  that,  having  once  beftowed  it,  I  fhould 
either  have  eyes  to  fee  his  imperfections, 
or  a  tongue  to  acknowledge  them  ? 

But,  to  be  iliil  more  ferious,  has  not 
the  wife  Author  of  Nature  implanted  in 
the  heart  of  man,  certain  kind  and  focial 
affections,  which  he  evidently  intended 
fhould  be  indulged,  as  he  has  fupplied  him 
with  fuitable  and  correspondent  objefts? — 
c  Aye  ;  but  thefe  affections,  though  not 
c  culpable  in  their  own  nature,  may  be- 
4   come  fo,  by  being  wrong  dire&ed,  or 

c   over-indulged.'— Granted,    But  are 

we  not  led,  by  the  di&ates  of  right  rea- 
fon,  to  proportion  our  affection  to  the 
merit  of  its  obje£t  ?  And  if  I  have  found 
a  man  fuperior  in  merit  to  all  other  men, 
ought  I  not  to  love  him  more  than  all  the 
world  beiides  ?- — I  know  not  what  fuch 
learned  cafuifts  as  you  may  think  of  my 
reafoning ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  1  have  de- 
duced 
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duced  the  inference  from  the  premifes,  in 
a  very  Lady-like  and  logical  manner. 

Refleft,  my  dear  aunt!  that  it  is  I, 
not  my  family,  that  muft  marry  Mr  So- 
merville  ;  and  consequently  that  I  alone 
ought  to  determine  this  affair,  even  with- 
out being  obliged  to  produce  all  my 
4  reafonable  obje&ions.5 

Thefe-I  can  confide  to  you,  but  to  no 
other  perfon  alive.  My  pi  epoffeffion  is 
founded  on  a  conviction  that  it  is  mutual  j 
but  as  my  favourite  has  never  told  me  fo, 
I  may  be  deceived  ;  if  he  even  had,  he 
might  prove  inconftant  :  You  know  they 
compare  the  ficklenefs  of  the  female  mind 
to  winds  and  waves;  but  not  being  able 
to  find  in  nature,  any  thing  analogous  to 
the  caprice  of  men,  they  let  all  compari- 
fon  alone. 

G  2  I 
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I  ftand  at  prefent  en  very  unfirm  ground : 
Let  it  fatisfy  my  belt  friend — my  dear 
fecond  mother > — to  be  affured,  that  my 
affections  are  not  beftowed  on  an  un- 
worthy object:  But  let  her  be  allured  alfo, 
that,  till  that  object  become  lefs  defer  ving, 
they  are  irrevocably  fixed. 

Time,  and  happier'circumftances,  may 
enable  me  to  be  more  explicit :  at  pre- 
fent, let  us  drop  the  fubjeft.  Whenever  I 
ought  to  have  no  referves  with  my  dear 
aunt,  I  will  have  none. — For  I  am,  fin- 
cerely,  her  dutiful  and  affectionate  niece, 

Lucy  Herbert, 


LETTER    XIV. 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mifs  Lucy 
Herbert* 

Stanley  Farm, 

BEING  abfent  two  days  on  a  vifit,  I 
fear  my  dear  Lucy  mufl  have  been  anxi- 
ous 


MISS    GIlEVILLE.       [7 

ous  about  the  fate  of  her  letter,  which 
did  not  reach  me  till  this  morning :  I  will 
not  delay  a  moment  to  affure  my  dear  girl 
that  I  am  perfectly  fatisfied  with  her  in- 
genuous confeffion,  Banifh  all  anxiety,  I 
befeech  you  ;  your  father's  only  object  is 
the  happinefs  of  his  children,  and  he  will 
eafily  be  periuaded  to  leave  you  at  full 
liberty. 

Be  eafy,   then  ;   and  believe  that  your 

fecret  is  not  more  fafe  in  your  own  bread, 

than  in  that  of  your  truly  affedtionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley.. 


LETTER    XV. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen-Maria 
Stanley. 

London. 
I  dined  yefterday  at  Michem,  and  re- 
turned home  full  of  good  fpirits,    and  a 
lively  prefentiment  that  a  letter  awaited 
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me.  On  my  arrival,  I  tripped  into  the 
parlour,  looked  all  around  for  my  trea- 
fore,  and  found  difappointment! — I  rea- 
foned  down  Expe&ation,  chid  Difappoint- 
ment out  of  doors,  and  fent  the  little  blue 
devils  to  their  father  Belzebub  ;  but  the 
urchins  contrived  to  make  their  way  back 
under  cover  of  night,  and  tormented  me 
in  the  fhape  of  fevers,  fore  throats,  broken 
bones,  &c.  .&c. 

In  this  dilemma,  I  called  on  the  giant 
Reafon  j  but  no  fooner  did  he  beat  them 
out  of  one  quarter,  than  they  got  in  at 
another,  I  then  invited  Fancy  to  affift 
me ;  but  this  treacherous  ally,  by  defert- 
mg  to  the  enemy,  increafed  their  force, 
and  redoubled  my  perplexity.  Religion 
(our  forlorn  hope)  alone  remained  ;  but 
I  had  fo  often  flighted  her  aid,  that  I  was 
alhamed  to  invoke  it.  At  that  moment, 
the  poftman's  knock  was  heard  :  Daniel 
entered  with  your  letter-;   and  the  little 

talifman 
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talifman  was  no  fooner  applied  to  my 
heart,  than  every  demon  of  them  was 
exorcifed  in  a  twinkling. 

I  cannot  defcribe  my  perplexity,  on 
receiving  no  anfwer  to  my  letter  by  return 
of  poll.  My  imagination  was  hard  at 
work  all  the  night,  in  forming  conjectures 
concerning  its  fate. 

The  lofs  of  the  letter  was  her  text : 

the  hands  into  which  it  might  have  fallen,, 

the  firft  head  of  difcourfe  ;   and  the  con- 

fequences  thence  refulting,  the  favourite 

topic,  which  (he  divided,  fubdivided,  and 

infilled  upon^  at  greater  length  than  did 

any  of  the  cafuifts  of  the  laft  century,  on 

the  celebrated  queftion  of  liberty  and  ne- 

ceffity;  and,  like  them  too,  left  the  matter 

juft  as  fhe  found  it. 
•» 

Your  little  billet  has  fet  my  mind  at 
reft.     I  rely  on  your  influence  with  my 

father  j 
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father ;  and  hope  you  will  ever  do  fo  on 
the  lively  gratitude  of  your  dutiful  and 
affe&ionate. 

Lucy  Herbert.. 


LETTER    XVI. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mijs  Greville. 

London, 
I  have  expected  a  letter  from  my 
friend  for  feveral  weeks,  with  the  moft 
anxious  impatience ;  but  I  am  refolved 
to  render  my  conviction  fubfervient  to 
my  wifhes,  and  to  believe  that  any  thing 
rather  than  lofs  of  health,  or  wrant  of  a£* 
feftion  to  your  friend,  has  occafioned 
your  filence. 

It  will  give  pleafure  to  your  benevo* 
lent  heart,  to  hear  of  the  keen  relifh 
with  which  our  lively  Lucy  fhares  in  the 
public  amufements.     So  fewr  things   in 

life 
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life  continue  long  to  give  us  pleafure,  that 
it  feems  cruelty  to  debar  young  people 
from  the  moderate  enjoyment  of  fuch  as 
are  innocent,  whilft  their  chearful  and  un- 
broken fpirits  qualify  them  for  relifhing 
fuch  entertainment  as  public  diverfions 
can  afford. 

You  ufecl  to  congratulate  me  on  the 
opportunities  my  prefent  fuuation  would 
fupplvj  of  acquiring  knowledge  of  the 
world ;  but  as  I  efteem  all  knowledge 
vain  that  contributes  neither  to  happinefs 
nor  virtue,  I- cannot  felicitate  myfelf  on 
what  I  (hall  acquire,  by  living  in  a  metro* 
polis  where  licentioufnefs  prevails  m  a  de- 
gree hardly  to  be  imagined. 

Vice,  whether  the  confequence  of  error 
or  depravity,  mtiit  always  render  human 
nature  unamiable.  Convinced  that  hither- 
to I  have  feen  mankind  in  the  fair  eft  point 
of  view,  I  could  now  wife  to  fhut  my 

eyes, 
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eyes,  and  exclude  every  ray  that  would 
ferve  to  point  but  errors,  which,  alasl  by 
feeing,  I  cannot  amend. 

But,  however  averfe  I  am  to  a  town 
life,  I  ftrive,  in  imitation  of  my  befl  friend, 
to  cultivate  that  benevolence  and  content- 
ment, which,  in  every  fituation,  is  a  fpring 
of  the  mod  conftant  and  pure  enjoyment. 

Po  fife  fled  of  health  and  competence, 
how  cautious  ought  we  to  be,  of  volun- 
tarily renouncing  that  peace  which  Heaven 
has  intimately  connected  writh  thefe  bleflf- 
ings,  but  which  weak  and  wilful  man  fo 
often  disjoins  from  them ! — Hitherto,  my 
life  has  been  a  life  of  indulgence,  I  know 
that  we  are  not  fent  into  the  world  merely 
to  enjoy,  but  to  aft,  and  even  to  fufFer, 
in  order  to  a  future  retribution.  Ought 
we  then  to  repine,  becaufe  every  defire  is 
not  gratified,  nor  every  wifh  fulfilled  ? — 
Ah!   ought  we  not  rather  to  rejoice,  that 

thofe 
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thofe  we  prefumptuoufly  and  ignorantly 
form,  are  often  in  mercy  difappointed  ? 

I  entreat  my  deareft  Julia  to  acquaint 
me,  without  delay,  with  the  caufe  of  her 
filence  ;  for,  though  I  ftrive  to  account 
for  it  by  every  circumftance  which  reafon 
can  fuggeft,  I  confefs  reafon  is  not  always 
a  match  for  feeling,  in  the  heart  of 
Your  affectionate  friend, 

Maria  Herbert, 


LETTER    XVII. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen-Maria 
Stanley. 

London. 

I  am  perfuaded,  my  dear  aunt !  that, 
in  compounding  the  clay  of  which  Maria 
and  I  were  formed,  Dame  Nature  commit- 
ted  fome  miftake  in  the  diftribution  of 
the  materials ;  allotted  the  feveral  portions 
without  rule  or  meafure,  and  toffed  in  the 

good 
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good  qualities  and  failings  at  random* 
How  elfe  fhould  Maria,  without  any  in- 
duftry  of  her  own,  come  pofleffed  of  every 
virtue  which  I  have  laboured  fo  long  in 
vain  to  acquire  ? — Patience,  in  this  region 
of  folly,  is  of  all  others  molt  requifite  for 
me  ;  but  had  I  poffeffed  that  of  Job,  it 
muft  have  been  exhaufted  this  night. 

I  had  devoted  the  whole  evening  to 
you,  refolved  to  evince  my  gratitude  for 
your  kindnefs,  by  endeavouring  to  amufe 
you  :  But  the  devil,  as  envious  of  a  cor- 
refpondence  which  employs  thofe  hours 
that  might  otherwife  be  fpent  in  his  fer- 
vice,  has  haunted  me  fince  tea,  with  two 
fpiteful  fiends  in  the  fhape  of  fine  Ladies, 
who  have  exhaufted  the  whole  court- 
calendar  of  fcandal,  (tunned  me  with  noife, 
and  hardly  left  me  in  poffeffion  of  a  fingle 
idea?  but  what  relates  to  flowers,  flounces, 
and  feathers.  Indeed  the  outfide  frippery 
of  their  heads,  feems  an  exadt  epitome  of 

the 
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the  Furniture  within.  Heavens!  what  a 
purgatory  muft  it  be,  to  pafs  one's  life  in 
fuch  company ! 

I  flew  to  my  harpfichord  the  moment 
they  were  gone,  but  my  foul  was  out  of 
tune ;  for  although  reading  and  mufic  are 
now  become  my  chief  amufernents,  one 
requires  to  be  in  a  better  temper  than  I 
was  miftrefs  of,  to  relifh  either. 

Since  my  laft,  I  have  paffed  fome  days 
moft  agreeably  with  our  friends  at  Michem, 
They  inhabit  the  very  houfe  that  Sir  Wal- 
ter Raleigh  inhabited,  before  his  relifh  of 
life  was  embittered  by  the  feverity  of  Eli- 
zabeth, whom  he  had  ferved.with  fidelity, 
and  the  perfidy  of  court  friends,  who  en- 
vied his  glory,  and  triumphed  in  his  ruin» 

Is  there  not  fomething  elevating  to  the 
mind,  in  contemplating  the  fcenes  of  great 
anions,  and  vifiting  the  refidences  of  great 

Vol.1.  H  men? 
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iiien  ?  For  my  part,  I  felt  an  inch  taller 
t'other  day,  on  paffing  Runny-Mede* ;  and 
tafted  a  fublime  melancholy,  in  viewing, 
at  Batterfea,  the  defolate  manfion, 

Where,  nobly  penfive,  St  John  fat,  and  thought. 

We  were  accompanied  to  Hampton- 
Court,  by  your  acquaintance  Mr  Carey 
and  his  family:  It  was  diverting  to  fee 
their  different  charaders  difplayed  in  the 
feveral  objefts  of  their  admiration.  The 
noble  mirrours  attracted  Mrs  Carey's  at- 
tention ;  and  the  tarnifhed  gold  and  filver 
tiffue  furniture,  excited  the  aftonifhment 
of  Mifs.  The  young  Squire  thought  it 
incumbent  c  to  have  a  tafte,'  and  affed- 
ing  the  virtuofo,  pronounced  on  the  merits 
of  the  feveral  pictures,  in  a  manner  that 
delighted  himfelf,  and  fcandalized  all  the 
company :  Whilfl  I,  with  looks  of  pleaied 
felf-importance,  allied  our  guide  (or  rather 

matter 

*  Where  Magna  Charta  was  obtained  from  King 
John  by  the  Barons. 
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mafter  of  ceremonies,  who  had  all  the  po- 
litenefs  of  a  courtier  of  fixty),  c  whe- 
ther fuch  a  countenance  was  not  thought 
uncommonly  expreffiyej  fuch  an  attitude, 
ft  iff  and  ungraceful  ;  fuch  colouring,  too 
high  j  and  fuch  a  group,  finely  difpofed?' 

The  old  gentleman  looked  at  me  -with 
attention,  and  told  me  c  he  fuppofed  I 
had  been  abroad.'  I  pardoned  his  mif- 
take  mod  readily,   and  anfwered,  *  I  was 

*  from  Scotland/  c  The  Scotch,  Madam, 
4  have  always  been  celebrated  for  litera- 
6  ture,  and  love  of  the  fine  arts.'-— Few 

*  Englifh,  like  you  Sir/  replied  I  with 
a  low  curtfy,  '  are  fo  juft  as  to  allow  them 
4  their  due  praife ;  but  liberality  of  fen- 
4  timent  ever  accompanies  fuperior  judg- 
c  ment.9 — The  old  courtier  bowed  pro- 
foundly, and  we  parted  in  high  good 
humour  with  ourfelves  and  each  other* 

H.  2  It 
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It  is,  methinks,  by  fuch  little  compla- 
cencies as  thefe,  which  cherifh  benevo- 
lence, without  doing  violence  to  inge- 
nuity, that  we  fhould  mutually  fweeten 
the  cup  of  life,  inftead  of  mingling  in  it, 
the  fournefs  of  fpleen,  or  bitternefs  of 
contempt. 

In  the  evening,  we  had  a  delightful  fail 
to  Twickenham,  the  fcene  which  gave 
birth' to  the  fineft  poems,  and  afforded  a 
retreat  to  one  of  the  moft  diftinguiflied 
authors  our  nation  has  yet  produced.  I 
no  longer  wonder,  however,  that  rural 
fubje&s  were  fo  feldom  the  themes  of  this 
admirable  poet.  It  is  amidft  the  fcquefter- 
ed  haunts  of  fimple  nature,  we  are  to  look 
for  thofe  compofitions,  of  which  a  difplay 
of  the  tender  paffions  makes  a  chief  and 
interefting  part.  The  banks  of  the  Thames 
were  fuited  to  the  Effays  of  Pope,  for  there 
he  could  ftudy  mankind  :  But  thofe  of  the 
Sylvan  Tweed,  accorded  far  better  with 

the 
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the  Scafons  of  Thomfon,  fince,  to  paint 
men  fuch  as  he  wifhed,  it  was  neceffary 
fometimes  to  forget  what  they  are. 

In  the  gardens,  there  is  a  monument  of 
Pope's  filial  piety,  which  pleafed  me  great* 
ly.  It  is  an  obelifk  in  a  grove  of  trees, 
with  an  isfcription  in  Latin  to  this  efFeQf: 

€  Ah  !  Editha  !  beft  of  mothers — moffc 
€   affe&ionate  of  women,  farewell !' 

The  language  of  nature  is  ever  pathe*. 
tic.  That  of  my  heart,  is,  that  I  love  you 
entirely ;  and  wifii  to  repay  your  maternal 
care,  by  daily  becoming  more  worthy  of 
your  affeclion. 

Lucy  Herbert, 


!   %  LET 
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LETTER    XVIII. 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mi/s  Lucy 
Herbert. 

Stanley  Farm. 

I  confess,  my  Lucy,  it  gives  me  pecu- 
liar pleasure  to  learn  that  reading  and 
mufic  are  now  become  your  favourite  a- 
mufements. 

I  am  convinced,  that  as  we  advance  ia 
the  journey  of  life,  and  objects  of  ferife  lofe 
with  their  novelty,  the  power  of  pleafing, 
it  behoves  us  to  cultivate  a  tafte  for  focial, 
rational,  and  intellectual  pleafures ;  left 
finding  nothing  in.  this  world  to  hope  or 
enjoy,  we  grow  impatient  under  the  bur- 
den of  life,  and  weary  of  the  way. 

I  went  this  morning  to  vifit  an  old 
Lady,  who,  from  diflike  of  that  circum- 
ftance,  is  out  of  humour  with  herfelf  and 

the 
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the  whole  world.  She  is  ever  contrafting 
her  prefent  retired — or  as  fhe  terms  it, 
negle&ed  and  forlorn  fkuation,  with  thofe 
happy  times  when  youth  and  beauty  drew 
around  her  a  circle  of  admirers.  Thefe 
times  are  gone :  And  having  neglected  to 
cultivate  thofe  virtues  proper  to  create 
refpeft,  rat  finds  nothing  to  fupply  that 
empty  adulation  which  formerly  confti- 
tuted  her  enjoyment. 

It  requires  a  peculiar  ftrength  of  mind 
to  grow  old  with  a  good  grace,  efpecially 
after  having  been  an  obje£tof  admiration; 
and  this  art,  like  all  others,  to  be  perfect, 
muft  be  acquired  in  youth, 

To  cherifh  the  defolating  thought  of 
our  own  infigriificance,  is  to  be  miferable. 
We  never  can  become  entirely  fo,  but  by 
our  own  fault :  And  however  felf-love 
may  clothe  this  complaint  in  the  garb  of 
humility,  it  ufually  fprings  from  the  two 

mofl 
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moft  bitter  roots  of  human  corruption* 
pride  and  difcontent. 

I  hear  that  a  much  celebrated  philo- 
fopher  is  jufi  quitting  life ;  and  though  he 
betrays  no  concern  about  the  fate  of  his 
foul,  whofe  future  exigence  he  has  ever 
profeffed  to  difbelieve,  he  is-  extremely 
anxious  about  his  literary  fame,  which  he 
fears  may  be  injured  by  fome  of  his  con- 
temporary writers. — Had  I  been  prefent 
when  he  exprefled  thefe  fears,  I  would 
have  repeated  to  him  the  words  of  Marcus 
Antoninus,  who,  being  a  heathen,  would 
have  commanded  fome  attention. 

6  Thofe  who  purfue  a  furviving  famer 

*  do  ,not   confider   that  pofterity  will  be 
€  juft  fuch  as  our  contemporaries,  whofe 

*  manners  we  fcarcely  can  bear;  and  that 
f  they  too  will  be  mortal.' 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  my  dear  girl  imagines  that 
the  fine  Lady  is  a  fpecies  of  women  only 
to  be  found  in  London?  You  are  miflakenj 
1  had  a  vifit  this  morning  from  as  fine  a 
Lady  as  ever  glittered  at  St  James's.  The 
flighty  nothingnefs  of  her  converfation, 
was  truly  diverting  :  Fortunately  fee  took 
it  all  upon  herfelf;  for  your  grave  old  aunt 
was  not  able  to  keep  pace  with  her  fudden 
tranfitions  from  grief  to  joy,  and  joy  to 
grief;  nor  could%I  tenderly  fympathize  in 
her  various  difappointments,  occafioned  by 
drunk  drivers,  infolvent  footmen,  extra- 
vagant cooks,  and  aukward  chamber- 
maids. In  former  times,  I  might  have 
been  mortified  by  being  obliged  to  main- 
tain fo  long  a  filence  :  But  I  was  fatisfied, 
that,  by  liftening  to  her  foolifti  grievances, 
I  afforded  my  gueft  more  fatisfa&ion  than 
I  poiiibly  could  have  done  by  haranguing 
to  her  with  the  eloquence  of  a  Cicero. 


I 
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I  do  not  wonder  that  you  covet  pati- 
ence, efpecially  in  a  fcene  where  it  is  fo 
frequently  required.  Humility,  too,  my 
Lucy,  ought  ever  to  be  its  attendant.  Pride 
fwells  the  mind,  as  wind  does  the  body 
with  the  appearance  of  health,  bat  brings 
no  nourifhment  to  the  fprings  of  life* 
Humility  h  like  the  dew  of  Heaven, 
which  falls  unperceived  on  the  tender 
plants,  and  nourifhes  them  till  they  at* 
tain  to  their  utmoft  perfection. 

How  various  are  the  taftes  of  the  hu- 
man race !  and  how  uncandid  are  we  in 
condemning  thofe  which  do  not  accord 
with  our  own !  Often  fince  I  have  en- 
joyed the  pleafure  of  uninterrupted  quiet, 
I  have  been  tempted  to  think  half  the 
world  lunatic :  And  yet,  did  not  Provi- 
dence wifely  diverfify  the  purfuits  of  man- 
kind, what  endlefs  competitions,  what  de- 
flrudive  quarrels,  would  continually  dif- 
turb  the  peace  and  order  of  fociety ! 

After 
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After  having  judged,  by  your  own 
experience,  my  Lucy,  of  the  fhort-lived 
pleaiures  arifing  from  a  life  of  fafhionable 
amufement,  I  truft  you  will  be  better  qua- 
lified for  partaking  in  thofe  fober  ones 
which  retirement  fupplies  to 

Your  old,  but  not  ill-natured  aunt, 
Helen-Maria  Stanley* 


LETTER  XIX. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 
I  have  pra&ifed  no  fmall  degree  of 
felf-denial,  Maria,  in  fo  long  forbearing 
to  addrefs  you;  but  the  blank  occafion- 
ed  here  by  your  abfence,  has  thrown  a 
gloom  over  my  mind  which  I  cannot 
{hake  off.  My  hours  are  become  tedious, 
my  amufements  infipid  ;  and  I  wander 
through  the  delightful  fhades  of  Harwood 
without  perceiving  their  beauty,  or  being 

foothed 
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foothed  to  peace  by  their  filence  and  fa- 
litude. 

I  confefs  that  it  feems  ungenerous  in 
your  friend,  to  repine  at  an  event  that 
gives  fatisfa&ion  to  all  connefted  with  your 
worthy  father.  His  late  appointment  is 
indeed  highly  advantageous  to  the  in- 
terefts  of  his  family  ;  but,  in  excufe  for 
my  felfilh  regrets,  allow  me  to  exprefs 
my  fears,  that  after  being  accuftomed  in 
the  country  to  fine  air,  exercife,  and  a 
regular  mode  of  living,  the  health  of  my 
deareft  friend  may  be  endangered  by  the 
neceffity  fhe  will  be  under  (from  Sir  Wil- 
liam*s  public  chara&er)  of  complying  with 
fafhionable  hours,  and  fafhionable  man- 
ners, however  unnatural  and  difagreeable. 

That  beft  of  fathers,  too,  muft,  at  his 
advanced  years,  fufFer  much  inconveni- 
ence from  that  ciofe  attention  to  bufinefs 
which  his  important  office  demands.    His 

life 
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life  is  too  valuable  to  be  facrificed,  either 
to  views  of  private  emolument,  or  public 
advantage:  But,  is  it  thus  I  fhall  merit 
forgivenefs,  by  committing  new  offences 
againft  friendfhip  ?  and,  inftead  of  arm- 
ing my  gentle  Maria  with  the  courage 
requifite  for  engaging  at  nineteen,  in  the 
cares  of  a  family,  and  hurry  of  public  life, 
to  alarm  her  already  too  apprehenfive 
mind,  with  fancied  dangers,  and  poffible 
evils  ? — Pardon  a  conduS  fo  unworthy  of 
your  friend.  Whatever  fituation  Provi- 
dence allots  us,  is  undoubtedly  beft  cal- 
culated for  our  ufefulnefs  in  this  fhort 
life,  as  well  as  our  preparation  for  that 
which  fhall  know  no  period. 

We  are  all  pi*one,  Maria,  to  forget  the 
nature  of  our  prefent  (late,  and  the  pur* 
pofe  for  which  it  was  appointed.  Inftead 
of  training  our  minds  to  a  chearful  acqui- 
efcence  in  the  determinations  of  Infinite 
Wifdom,  we  are  continually  laying  fchemes 

Vol  I.  I  for 
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for  imaginary  happinefs,  feeking  reft  amidfi: 
a  fcene  of  toil,  and  grafping  at  pleafure, 
which  our  blind  exceffes  convert  into  pain. 
We  fpurn  temperate  enjoyments,  which 
alone  are  fuited  to  our  nature  and  fitua- 
tion ;  and  by  our  vain  efforts  to  obtain 
thofe  that  are  exquifite,  deftroy  that  ba- 
lance of  the  mind  on  which  both  its  peace 
and  fafety  depend. 

Thus  hath  experience  taught  your  Julia 
to  reafon  ;  but,  oh  !  what  experience  will 
teach  us  aright  to  feel  ? 

Not  even  to  you,  the  friend  of  my  fe- 
cret  foul,  have  I  yet  unburdened  all  my 
woes.  Thofe  which  we  cannot  remember 
without  anguifh,  we  hope  to  banilh  by 
filence.  Vain  expectation !  Every  mo- 
ment of  quiet,  they  claim  as  their  own ; 
and  the  reftraint  we  impofe  on  ourfelves, 
only  leaves  Memory  more  leifure  to  collect 
a  multitude  of  difmal  reflexions  (which 

the 
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the  various  occupations  of  life  had  a  while 
diffipated)  to  overwhelm  the  mind  with 
redoubled  violence. 

You  have  feen  me  ftruggling  to  fup- 
port  one  loved  parent,  under  the  affliction 
occasioned  by  the  unkind  negleft  and  ex- 
travagance of  another.  You  have  wit- 
neffed  the  care  with  which  I  have  labour- 
ed to  conceal  my  father's  mifcondudt  from 
the  world ;  and  beheld  me  turning  away 
my  eyes  from  faults  too  apparent  to  efcape 
either  the  obfervation  or  blame  of  others* 

But,  ah  Maria !  you  have  not  known, 
that  amidft  fuch  accumulated  forrows,  one 
wound  more  deep,  more  painful  than  all 
the  reO:,  rankled  unfeen  in  the  inmofl 
receffes  of  my  heart,  and  poifoned  every 
enjoyment.  For  human  frailties  we  can 
find  a  thoufand  excufes,  efpecially  when 
duty  aids  companion,  in  throwing  a  veil 
over  them:  But  alas!  what  charity  can 
I  2  excufe- 
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excufe,  what  veil  conceal,  what  fympathy 
relieve,  the  heart -piercing  wounds  of 
treachery  and  ingratitude? — Fain  would 
I  lay  open  thefe  wounds  to  my  friend  ; 
but  the  fhame  of  having  been  deceived — 
of  having  impofed  on  myfelf— of  foolifhly 
believing  the  hearts  of  others  as  fincefe 
as  my  own — Oh  Maria !  how  mortifying 
is  the  confeffion  of  an  error  of  which 
either  vanity  or  credulity  is  the  fource  ! 
how  poignant  the  anguifh  inflided  by  de- 
ceit !  how  lading  the  regrets  it  occafions  I 
—■One  day,  perhaps,  my  friend  will  know 
all : — one  day  I  may  find  courage ; — at 
prefent,  I  muft  drop  my  pen,  and  give 
vent  to  thofe  forrows  for  which  alone  I 

ought  to  blufli Farewell,  deareft  Maria  I 

Never— oh!  never — may  anguifh  like  mine 
deftroy  the  peace  of  my  amiable  friend. 

Julia  Creville* 


LET. 
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LETTER    XI 

Mi/s  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville. 

London. 
YOUR,  melancholy  letter  afflicted,  but 
did  not  furprife  me.  During  my  laft  vifit 
at  Harwood,  I  remarked  with  pain,  the 
extreme  depreffion  of  your  fpirlts  : — a  de- 
preffion,  for  which  even  your  domefiic 
inquietudes  could  not  account.  However 
afflitting  thefe  forrows  may  be,  which: 
have,  nothing  of  tendernefs  connected  with 
them,  cuftom  brings  the  mind  to  be  fo 
far  reconciled  to  them,  as  to  bear  them: 
with  patience  and  fubmiffion  ;  and  as  we 
naturally  incline  to  flee  from  what  is  dif- 
agreeable,  we  feek  in  abfence,  bufinefs  or 
amufement,  to  bury  the  remembrance  of 
misfortunes,  which  are  at  once  bitter  and 
irremediable.— Not  fo  the  tender  forrows 
of  the  heart.  On  thefe  we  dwell  delight- 
ed :  thefe  we  cherifli  with  jealous  care ; 

I  3  nor 
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nor  can  we  be  brought  to  abandon  them9. 
for  all  that  the  world  calls  pleafure. 

Though  delicacy  has  hitherto  prevent- 
ed every  enquiry,  you,  who  know  the 
ardor  of  my  attachment,  cannot  wonder 
that  my  curiofity  fhould  be  excited,  by 
observing  your  deep  and  fettled  melan- 
choly ;  but  many  other  circumftances  con- 
curred to  awaken  it,  and  confirm  my 
fufpicion,  that  your  confidence  in  me  was 
not  unbounded. 

Of  this,  however,  I  had  no  right  to 
complain  :  that  with  which  you  honoured 
me,  was  far  fuperior  to  my  defert ;  and^ 
even  in  friendfhip,  there  may  be  cafes 
where  concealment  becomes  a  virtue.— 
The  firft  thing  that  roufed  my  attention, 
was  an  occurrence  very  trifling  in  itfelf, 
but  confequently  more  Unking,  from  the 
effeft  it  had  on  you. 
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We  were  walking  together  in  the  gar- 
den. On  entering  a  little  arbour  near 
the  fide  of  the  river,  you  left  me  to  go 
in  fearch  of  a  linnet's  nefl  you  had  dis- 
covered there  the  preceding  evening*  I 
rofe  to  follow  you,  when  obferving,  at  a 
finall  diftance,  a  beautiful  young  laurel 
inclofed  with  a  hedge  of  thorn,  I  flopped 
to  pull  a  fprig  of  it,  which,  foon  after,* 
without  thinking,  I  threw  into  the  water • 
The  moment  you  perceived  this,  you 
changed  colour  ;  and  reaching  acrofs  the 
river,  with  fome  rifk,  by  the  help  of  a 
branch  from  a  neighbouring  tree,  re- 
covered the  fprig,  which  you  put  in  your 
bofoni,  repeating,  with  a  low  voice,  and 
a  deep  figh,  c  Alas  !  ill-fated  emblem.5 
All  this,  you  imagined,  had  palled  unre- 
garded, as  I  was  returning  towards  the 
arbour.  I  prefently  joined  you,  but  took 
no  notice  of  what  1  had  obferved. 
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As  foon  as  we  entered  the  parlourr 
your  father,  who  was  reading  the  news- 
papers aloud  to  your  mother,  flopped  to 
afk  her  whether  Lord  Cleveland's  young- 
eft  fon  did  not  belong  to  one  of  the  re- 
giments engaged  at  the  fiege  of  Charles- 
town  ?  On  her  anfwering  in  the  affirma- 
tive, you  turned  pale  as  death,  and  in- 
flantly  quitted  the  room.  But  your  father 
continuing  to  read  the  account  of  the 
fiege,  no  one  except  myfelf,  paid  any  at- 
tention to  what  had  palled. 

I  frequently  obferved  that  you  watched 
the  arrival  of  the  news-papers,  and  eager- 
ly glanced  them  over  at  a  window,  when 
I  alone  was  in  the  parlour  \  but  always 
fliunned  being  prefent  when  they  were 
read  aloud  :  That  you  never  allied  any 
queftions  concerning  affairs  in  America, 
and  feemed  quite  uneafy  and  apprehenfive 
when  they  became  the  fubjecl  of  converf- 
®tion.     But  what  flruck  me  moll,  was 

you£ 
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your  behaviour  one  morning,  when  a  Gen- 
tleman having  mentioned  that  feveral  re- 
giments were  ordered  home,  you  feemed 
to  forget  that  any  one  was  prefent,  and 
eagerly  exclaimed,  c  Good  Heavens!  can 
c  Lord  M — s  be  of  that  number  V  Then 
obferving  your  father's  eye  fuddenly  turn- 
ed towards  you,  I  faw  you  overwhelmed 
with  confufion,  which  was  vifibly  increafed 
by  his  anfwering  in  the  affirmative. 

Such,  my  Julia,  are  the  circumftances 
to  which  I  referred,  and  you-  may  imagine 
what  are  the  conje&ures  to  which  they 
unavoidably  lead.  Were  I  not  invited  by 
the  conclufion  of  your  letter,  to  demand 
that  fhare  of  your  fecret  griefs  to  which 
the  mod  faithful  amity  entitles  me,  far 
rather  would  I  be  denied  the  delightful 
pleafure  of  alleviating  them  by  my  fym- 
pathy,  than  renew  or  increafe  their  vio- 
lence, by  leading  you  to  the  mournful  re- 
petition. But  I  will  hope,  that,  by  di- 
viding, 
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viding,  yoa  will  leffen  the  burden  of  your 
forrows.  Hafte,  then,  beloved  friend  of 
my  heart,  and  pour  them  into  that  com- 
panionate bofom,  which  will  hold  moft  fa- 
cred  the  precious  depofit;  which  will  con- 
ceal from  an  unfeeling  world,  thofe  fenti- 
rnents  the  fans  of  Intereft  deem  romance, 
and  the  votaries  of  Pleafure  enthufiafm ; 
but  which  the  uncorrupted  children  of 
Nature  experience  to  be  happinefs.  For, 
is  there  not  *  a  joy  in  grief,  when  peace 
*  dwells  in  the  foul  of  the  mourner  ?' — -a 
joy  more  exquifite,  more  refined,  more 
ennobling,  than  all  that  Luxury  can  invent, 
or  Fortune  bellow  ?  There  is  my  Julia : 
And  by  laying  open  your  heart  to  me 
without  referve.  you  will  beftow  that  joy 
on  your  faithtul  fympathizing  friend, 

Maria  Herbert. 


LET- 
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LETTER    XXL 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Ha  r  wood, 
YES,  Maria!  memory  ever  kind  and 
faithful,  has  ireafured  up  every  dear  re- 
membrance conne&ed  with  the  fecret  of 
my  heart.  Yes,  I  recoiled  each  circum- 
flance  you  mention,  though  then  unnoted 
by  all  as  I  imagined,  except  her  whofe 
love  and  grief  rendered  them  important* 

But,  let  me  unfold  the  fad  ftory  with 
which  they  are  conne&ed*  About  three 
years  ago,  Lord  Cleveland,  whofe  fine 
feat,  the  Grove,  is  only  a  mile  from  hence, 
came  with  his  family  to  refide  there  during 
the  fummer.  My  father,  as  his  neareft 
neighbour,  waited  on  him  foon  after  his 
arrival ;  and  my  Lord,  with  much  polite- 
nefs,  returned  the  vifit  immediately  ;  ex- 
preffing  at  the  fame  time,  an  obliging  de- 
fire 
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fire  that  the  younger  part  of  the  two  fa* 
milies  fnould  lay  afide  ceremony,  and,  like 
good  neighbours,  be  much  together.  No- 
thing could  have  been  more  agreeable  to 
ray  mother  and  me,  than  this  kind  inti- 
mation of  his  wifhes :  But,  alas !  they  were 
fruftrated  by  one  whofe  name  it  pains  mc 
to  mention  with  difrefpeft. 

The  character  of  my  father,  and  the  li- 
centious  company  with  whom  his  houfe  I 
was  conftantly  crouded,  had  undoubtedly 
prevented  Lord  Cleveland  from  cultivating 
any  further  acquaintance  with  him.      In-: 
deed  he  fo  plainly  fhunned  it,  that  it  put 
It  out  of  my  mother's  power  to  introduce 
her  daughter  into  a  family,  whofe  known] 
worth,  and  amiable  manners,  promifed  her 
thofe  advantages  in  the  way  of  fociety,  to 
which  her  birth  entitled  her;  but  of  which 
fhe  was  deprived  by  her  unfortunate  cir- 
eumftances.      Denied  the  comfort  of  do- 
Hieftic  enjoyment,  and  unable  always  to 

fupport  I 
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fuppovt  the  affliction  of  a  mother  I  fond- 
ly loved,  I  ufed  frequently  to  amufe  my- 
felf  with  riding  round  the  neighbouring 
eftates,  which  prefent  an  affemblage  of 
natural  beauties  fcarcely  to  be  equalled  in 
any  part  of  this  kingdom.  Ever  paffion- 
ately  fond  of  fuch  fcenes,  when  I  met 
with  any  particularly  ftriking,  I  ufed  to' 
alight,  and  fending  the  fervant  and  horfes 
a  little  way  before  me,  take  my  folitary 
ramble  as  fancy  or  chance  directed,  and 
indulge  without  reftraint  my  melancholy 
reflections.  One  day  when  engaged  in 
an  excurfion  of  this  kind,  my  thoughts 
being  wholly,  occupied  by  the  diftreffes  in 
which  my  father's  mifconduft  was  daily 
more  and  more  involving  us,  my  horfe 
quitting  the  road,  (truck  off  into  a  path 
fhaded  with  fine  oaks,  round  which,  eg- 
lantine, and  other  odoriferous  fhrubs, 
winded  in  great  profufion,  and  enridhed 
the  air  with  the  moft  delicious  perfume. 
This  circumftance  led  me  to  conjecture,- 
Vol  t  K  that 
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that  we  were  near  the  houfe  of  Lord 
Cleveland ;   but,  on  the  fervant  alluring 
me  that  the  Grove  was  at  lead  a  mile  dif- 
tant,  and  it  being  then  very  early,  I  con- 
tinued my  courfe  through  the  wood.     At 
the  end  of  it,  I  found  my  progrefs  inter- 
rupted by  a  river  that  appeared  too  deep 
to  ford,  but  over  which  fome  planks  were 
laid  for  the  convenience  of  foot  paffengers. 
On  the  oppofite  fide  arofe  feveral  ridges 
of  rocks  beautifully  diverfified,  and  tower- 
ing one  above  another  in  the  form  of  py- 
ramids.     The  banks  were  covered  with 
variety  of  trees,  among  which  the  glow- 
ing berries  of  the  mountain- afh  formed  a 
charming  contrail  with  the  verdant  leaves  j 
and  the  whole  fcene  wore  an  afpeflt  fo  ro- 
mantically wild,  that  I  could  not  refift  my 
defire  to  take  a  nearer  furvey  of  it.     Ac- 
cordingly, having  left  the  horfes  and  fer- 
vant,  with  fome  difficulty  I  made  my  way 
acrofs  the  planks,  and  entered  a  narrow 
path,  which  could  only  admit  one  perfon 

at 
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at  a  time,  and  winded  among  the  rocks 
and  trees,  till  it  landed  me  on  a  height, 
commanding  one  of  the  grandeft  profpe&s 
I  ever  beheld.  I  ftopt  to  contemplate  it : 
I  was  never  weary  of  gazing  ;  but  I  loft 
part  of  my  enjoyment,  by  having  no  body 
to  whom  1  could  communicate  the  delight- 
ful emotions  it  excited.  1  thought  myfelf 
in  fairy-land  •,  and  the  folitude  around  me 
gave  a  feeling  of  fecurity  to  my  mind, 
that  made  me  infenfably  indulge  my  me- 
ditations longer  than  ufual.  The  want  of 
a  living  companion,  led  me  to  apply  to 
one  of  thofe  filent  delightful  friends,  with 
whom  I  was  accuflomed  to  travel.  Re- 
collecting, at  that  moment,  that  Thomfon's 
Poem  of  the  Seafons  had  been  my  ftudy 
the  preceding  evening,  I  pulled  it  out  of 
my  pocket,  and  found  there  a  lively  de- 
fcription  of  the  whole  furrounding  fcenery. 

Retiring  into  a  hermitage  in  a  more 

fhaded  part  of  the  wood,  which  was  cover- 

K  2  ed 
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ed  with  mofs,  and  adorned  with   antick 
roots  of  trees,  I  fat  down,  and  clofing  my 
book,  refigned  myfelf  to  4  the  dream  con- 
c  fufed  of  carelefs  Solitude.'      From  this, 
however,  I  was  Suddenly  roufed,   by  the 
appearance  of  a  Gentleman  who  came  out 
from  another  part  of  the  wood,  and  on 
feeing  me,  flood  dill,  as  if  afraid  of  dis- 
turbing me*      I  darted  up  in  the  greateft 
confufion  ;  and,  on  recolle&ing  the  folitari- 
nefs  of  the  place,  felt  my  furprife  and  agi- 
tation  increafed  by   my  fear.      1  haftily 
turned   back   towards   the  narrow   path, 
which  I  had  fome  difficulty  in  finding  j 
and  the  fteepnefs  of  the  deficient  added  fa 
much  to  the  tremor  which  had  feized  me, 
that  I  was  almofl  afraid  to  venture  acrofs 
the  planks.    I  made  the  attempt  however; 
but   my   head    growing   giddy    before   I 
reached  the  oppofite  fide,   my  foot  fiipt, 
and  I  fell  into  the  water.     The  firft  thing 
I  recoiled,  was  waking  as  from  a  dream, 
and  finding  myfelf  fupported  in  the  arms 

of 
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of,  a  ftranger,  who  gazed  on  me  with  an 
carneftnefs  that  exceedingly  difconcerted 
me,  and  an  aftonifhment  at  lead  equal  to 
my  own.  I  trembled  fo  violently,  that  I 
could  not  attempt  rifing.  He  politely 
withdrew  to  a  little  diflance,  begged  me  to 
be  compofed,  and  entreated  to  know  how1 
he  could  be  farther  ferviceable ;  expreifed 
the  mod  tender  regret  for  the  accident 
which  he  feared  his  intrufion  had  occafion- 
ed,  and  with  that  anxious  curiofity  which, 
politenefs  retrained,  but  could  not  con- 
quer, hinted  his  furprife  at  finding  a  per- 
fon  of  my  appearance,  at  fo  early  an  hour, 
without  any  attendant,  in  a  place  fo  fe* 
queftered. 

I  did  not  affe6l  concealment;  but  fimply 
told  him,  that  I  had  left  home  earlier  than 
ufual ;  and,  invited  by  the  ferenity  of  the 
morning,  and  the  beauty  of  that  fpot 
where  he  firft  faw  me,  had  been  mduced 
to  trefpafs  againft  good  maimers  perhaps, 

&  3  b? 
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by  a  miftake  of  my  fervant,  who  had  a£- 
fured  me  I  was  more  than  a  mile  from  the 
Grove, 

c  The  fervant  is  right,  Madam/  replied 
Mr  Rivers,  (for  it  was  Lord  Cleveland' s 
youngeft  fon  that  now  fpoke  to  me):  ft  This 
c  place  is  feldom  vifited  by  any  of  the  fa- 

*  mily,  becaufe  of  its  diflance  from  the 

*  houfe  ;  but  for  that  very  reafon  is  my 
c  favourite  haunt,  when  I  incline  to  prefer 
&  my  own  thoughts  to  the  converfation  of 
c  others.' — After  thanking  Mr  Rivers  for 
that  humanity  to  which  I  was  indebted  for 
my  prefervation,  I  attempted  to  rife;  but  had 
the  mortification  to  feel  that  I  had  fprained 
my  ancle  fo  violently,  that  I  could  not  put 
my  foot  to  the  ground  without  extreme 
pain.  Mr  Rivers,  in  a  tone -of  the  kind- 
eft  compaffion,  expreffed  his  grief  for  the 
accident,  and  fears  for  my  fafety  ;  and 
after  again  feating  me  gently  on  the  ground, 
begged  permiffion  to  difpatch  my  fervant 

for 
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for  a  carriage  to  the  Grove,  it  being  two 
miles  nearer  than  HarwoocL 


To  this  I  would  by  no  means  confent  j 
but  being  entirely  difabled  from  riding,  I 
ordered  Robert  to  make  as  much  hade 
home  as  poffible,  and,  without  alarming 
the  family,  to  bring  the  coach  for  me. 
It  now  occurring  to  Mr  Rivers  that  the 
game-keeper's  houfe  flood  at  a  little  di— 
fiance,. he  defired  the  fervant  to  call  there, 
and  order  the  mailer  of  it  to  bring  out  a 
chair  for  me,  without  a. moment's  delay, 

In  vain  did  I  remonflrate  againft  giving 
fo  much  trouble.  The  chair  came;  and  Mr 
Rivers  prevailed  on  me,  in  fpite  of  my 
relu&ance,  to  allow  him  and  honeft  Wil- 
liam to  convey  me  to  his  cottage.  Hav- 
ing ordered  his  wife  to  make  fome  proper 
application  to  my  ancle,  which  was  much 
fwelled,  and  to  perfuade  me  to  put  on 
fome  dry  cloaths,  he  retired  into  another 

apartment,, 
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apartment,  and  left  me  at  leifure  to  recoi- 
led what  had  paffed,  and  the  ftrange  ac- 
cident which  had  brought  us  acquainted 
with  each  other. 

After  having  fatisfied  the  curiofity  of 
the  good  woman  with  regard  to  my  dif- 
after,  and  been  accommodated  with  what 
was  neceffary,  I  afked  her  if  (he  knew 
the  Gentleman  who  had  juft  left  us  ? — 

*  Know  him,  Madam!'  replied  (he,  c  Aye, 
4   that  I   do  ;   and   love  him  too,  better 

*  than  any  body  in  the  world,  except  my 

*  hufband.      Why,   for  that  matter,  Ma- 

*  dam,  if  it  had  not  been  for  young 
4  Mailer,  as  I  always  calls  him,  becaufe 
c  I  was  his  wet  nurfe,  both  William  and 

*  I,  and  all  our  children,  would  have  been 
c   this  bleffed  day  without  a  bit  of  bread 

*  to  eat :  for  young  Lord  Rivers  is  quite 
4  another  fort  of  man,  and  wanted  to 
6  have  us  all  turned  out,  and  his  own 
f  fervant  made  game-keeper,  whofe  pretty 

ife*. 


* 


■\v 
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A  wife,  they  fay,   is  no   better  than  fhe 
c   fhould  be.      Well,  Ma'am,  as  I  was  a- 
'   going  to  tell  your  La'lhip,   he  wanted 
his  own  man  made  game-keeper,    tho* 
William  has  been  on  the  grounds  thefe 
1  twenty  years.      But  when   I    told  the 
ftory  to  young  Mafler, — Nurfe,fays  he, 
c  whilft  I  live,  you  fhall  never  want ;  and 
*  more  than  that,  fays  heb  I  will  talk  over 
c  the  matter  with  my  brother,   and  you 
c  need  not  make  yourfelf  uneafy,  fays  he** 
Here  Nurfe  was  interrupted  in  her  nar~ 
rative   by    the    entrance   of  Mr    Rivers, 
whofe  fine  countenance,  and  elegant  form, 
I  was  now  at  leafure  to  obferve.     Indeed 
they  not  only  drew7  my  attention,  but  ex- 
cited  my  admiration  ;  and  increafed  that 
complacency  which  gratitude  for  his  ten- 
der expreffions  of  concern  'infpired. 

Fortunately  it  was  not  necetTary  to  ap- 
prife  my  mother  of  the  accident ;  fo  that 
the  ccach  came  without  any  perfon  in  iu 

Mr 
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Mr  Risers  begged  permiffion  to  attend 
me  home ;  and  even  during  that  fhort  fpace 
of  time,  difcovered  fuch  a  fund  of  good 
fenfe,  joined  with  fuch  engaging  modefty 
and  affability,  that  1  forgot  the  pain  oc- 
cafioned  by  the  accident,  in  the  pleafure 
his  converfation  afforded  me.  On  our 
arrival,  having  affiited  in  conveying  me 
from  the  carriage  to  the  parlour,  he  po- 
litely took  his  leave,  requefting  permiffion 
of  my  mother  to  call  next  morning,  and 
enquire  after  my  health*  " 

Having  given  her  a  fhort  account  of 
the  accident,  we  jointd  in  encomiums  on 
the  young  ftranger,  whofe  image  from 
that  hour  took  poffeffion  of  the  heart  of 
your  friend. — Ah  Maria !  how  natural,  in 
fuch  a  heart,  is  the  tranfition  from  grati- 
tude to  admiration,  and  from  admiratioa 
to  love !  How  natural  to  admit  without 
fufpicion,  fentiments  which  claim  to  be 
the  genuine  offspring  of  virtue,  and  which 

charm 
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rfiarm  at  once  and  elevate  the  foul! — But 
I  will  difpatch  this  letter,  left  you  fhould 
again  become  anxious  on  account  of  my 
health,  which  is  better  than  might  be  ex- 
pected. But,  however  that  may  vary,  my 
friendfhip  for  you  will,  I  truft,  know  no 
change.     Adieu !   Your 

Julia  Greville, 


LETTER    XXII. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Ha  r  wood. 
AS  I  doubt  not  that  my  friend's  curiofity 
is  fufficiently  excited  by  my  laft  letter, 
I  will  proceed  with  my  narrative  without 
further  preamble. — Under  the  fan&ion  of 
gratitude  to  a  man  who  had  faved  my  life 
at  the  rifk  of  his  own,  1  fearlefsly  indulged 
the  firft  rifings  of  that  fweet,  but  delufive 
tendernefs,  which  will  for  ever  embitter 
my  future  days.    O  happy  men !  who,  in 

bidding 
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bidding  adieu  to  the  objed  of  their  ever- 
changing  affections,  can  fhake  off  that 
feverifh  train  of  hopes  and  fears,  which 
we,  too  fond  and  faithful,  carry  with  us 
to  the  grave ! 

I  arofe  next  morning  ;  when,  the  pain 
and  fwelling  occafioned  by  my  fprain  be- 
ing both  abated,  I  found  myfelf  able  to 
walk  with  a  little  affiflance.  For  the 
firft  time  in  my  life,  I  will  confefs  to  my 
friend,  I  fpent  near  an  hour  at  my  toilette, 
making  trial  of  fuch  pieces  of  drefs  as  I 
thought  would  be  moft  becoming.  My 
complexion  was  heightened  by  the  glow 
of  expe&ation ;  and  the  confufion  into 
which  I  was  thrown  by  every  little,  noife, 
might  have  fufficiently  explained  to  me 
the  real  ftate  of  my  heart,  had  I  been  at 
pains  to  enquire. 

At  laft-  Mr  Rivers  was  announced. 
He  entered  the  room  with  a  manner  fo 

graceful 
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graceful  and  dignified,  that  I  felt  abafhed 
at  his  prefence;  and  whilit  he  was  pay- 
ing his  compliments  to  my  father  and 
mother,  I  could  not  help  contrafting  ia 
my  mind,  the  ftriking  difference  between 
his  manner,  and  that  of  the  licentious 
companions  of  my  father,  wiih  whom, 
however  relu&antly,  I  was  often  obliged 
to  afibciate.  He,  too,  tho'  in  a  morning 
drefs,  appeared  with  ail  the  advantages 
which  a  fine  form  receives  from  adventi- 
tious aids.  He  approached  me  with  a 
look  of  mingled  refpect  and  folicitude  j 
enquired  anxiou-fly  about  my  health  ;  fat 
down  by  me,  and  converfed  with  eafe  and 
vivacity  on  a  variety  of  topics.  Our  mu- 
tual defire  of  pleafing,  rendered  us  mu- 
tually agreeable.  He  ftaid  till  it  was  late; 
and  when  he  took  his  leave,  '  I  hope, 
c  Madam,'  faid  he,  c  when  you  are  fo 
'  well  as  to  go  abroad  again,  you  will 
c  permit  me  to  have  the  honour  of  efcort- 
*  ing  you  to  feme  fcenes  in  this  neigh- 
Vol.  I.  L  c  bourhood, 
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c  bourhood,  highly  worthy  the  attention 

*  of  one,  whofe  juft  tafte  leads  her  to  pre- 

*  fer  the  fimple  and  fuhlime  originals  of 
c  Nature,  to  the  puerile  and  infipid  imi- 
c  tations  of  Art.'  I  bowed  aflent,  and  he 
bade  us  adieu. 

For  fome  time,  he  continued  to  vifit 
Harwood  every  day,  under  pretence  of 
enquiring  after  my  health  ;  and  when  that 
pretence  no  longer  fubfiited,  he  contrived 
a  thoufand  errands,  alike  attentive  and 
obliging*  Some  times  he  brought  me 
fruit  and  flowers,  of  which  he  knew  I  was 
extremely  fond;  at  others,  fuch  books  as 
he  thought  would  fuit  my  tafte.  When- 
ever I  rode  out,  he  begged  permiffion  to 
attend  me,  and  conduct  me  to  a  thoufand 
beautiful  romantic  fcenes,  which  were  ren- 
dered doubly  pleafing,  by  the  exquifite 
pleafure  he  feemed  to  derive  from  the  ad- 
miration they  excited  in  me,  and  the  art- 
lefs  praifes  I  bellowed  on  them.  —  Ah 

Maria! 
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Maria!  how  hallowed  by  memory  is  the 
fcene !  how  endeared  to  the  heart,  the 
object  which  firft  awakens  our  fenfibility! 
Till  the  moment  we  love,  we  fcarce  per- 
ceive that  we  exift.  Days,  months,  and 
years,  pafs  away  unnoticed.  Nature  but 
half  unfolds  her  charms  to  the  carelefs  eye, 
and  but  flightly  touches  the  infenfibl© 
heart  :  But  the  firft  imprefiion  of  that 
elegant,  tender,  delightful  paffion,  feeing 
not  only  to  arouie  its  dormant  powers^ 
but  to  reanimate  all  nature  with  a  new 
foul.  We  no  longer  exift  for  ourfelves.j 
our  pleafures,  our  purluits,  our  very  in* 
quietudes,  all  refer  to  the  object  of  our 
affections ;  and  become  exquifite,  or  other- 
wife,  juft  in  proportion  as  they  are  intereft- 
ing  to  that  beloved  object. 

This   delightful  intercourse   was  foon 

interrupted  by  my  father,  who,  like  many 

men  of  libertine  principles  and  licentious 

lives,  entertained  the  ftri&eft  notions  with 

L  2  refpeft 
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refpeci:  to  the  propriety  of  female  condu£L 
He  told  me,  that  as  it  was  evident  Lord 
Cleveland  fhunned  intimacy  with  him,  he  , 
ijad  too  much  pride  to  confent  that  his. 
daughter  fliould  receive  the  vifits  of  a  man 
who  would  be  taught  to  defpife  her  fa- 
ther ;  and  therefore  required  me,  on  pain, 
of  his  difpleafure,  to  avoid  every  occafion 
of  feeing  Mr  Rivers.  This  blow,  my  dear 
Maria!  was  alike  cruel  and  unforefeen.  I 
could  not  then  divine  the  real  motives- 
which  influenced  mv  father  to  impofe  fo 
arbitrary  and  unreafonable  a  command:— 
Alas !  they  became  too  foon  apparent 

The  behaviour  of  Mr  Rivers  had  ferved 
daily  to  confirm  my  opinion  of  the  fupe- 
rior  elegance  both  of  his  mind  and  man- 
ners. Wholly  ignorant  of  the  world  and 
its  maxims,  I  apprehended  no  danger 
from  an  intercourfe  fuch  as  ours,  nor  even 
imagined  there  could  be  any  impropriety 
in  continuing  it,    I  fubftituted  inclination 

la 
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m  the  place  of  prudence ;  and  felt  it  im- 
poffible  to  condemn  as  improper,  what 
conftituted  my  whole  enjoyment.  Tho* 
nothing  particular  had  yet  palfed  between 
us,  a  thoufand  circumftances,  too  minute 
for  repetition,  had  convinced  me,  that  to 
break  oft'  our  prefent  intimacy,  would  be 
as  painful  to  him  as  to  myfelf :  I  knew 
not  on  what  pretence  to  do  fo.  Befides, 
I  felt,  that  though  from  a  fenfe  of  duty 
I  might  fubmit  to  be  unhappy  myfelf,  to 
fee  Rivers  unhappy,  would  be  altogether 
imfupportable. 

The  perplexity  and  irrefolution  into 
which  my  father's  commands  had  thrown 
me,  gave  me  fuch  an  air  of  dejection  on 
my  next  interview  with  Mr  Rivers,  that 
he  immediately  perceived  it,  and  tenderly 
enquired  the  caufe.  This  increafed  my 
embarraiiment ;  and  occafioned  a  reftraint 
between  us,  that  poifoned  the  delightful 
freedom  with  which  we  ufed  to  converfe. 
L  3  At 
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'At  parting,  he  ftopt  his  horfe,  and  faid  in 
a  low  voice,  c  I  fear  to  enquire  the  caufe 
c  of  your  uneafmefs,  which  I  anxioufly 

*  wifh  to  (hare  :  I  greatly  fear,  that  I 
c  have  done   fomething    to  offend  you  \ 

*  yet,  Heaven  is  my  witnefs !  1  would  die 
6  fooner  than  give  you  pain.' 

The  fervant  was  too  near  to  admit  of 
my  making  any  reply,  and  I  fuffered  him 
to  retire  with  a  fimple  adieu* 

The  inquietude  I  faw  him  fuffer,  now 
redoubled  my  own.  No  forrow  pierces  fo 
deep,  as  that  which  reaches  ours,  through 
the  bofom  of  thofe  we  love  :  No  anguiflr 
is  fo  keen,  as  that  of  beholding  them 
fuffer  on  our  account. 

Th@  next  evening,  I  declined  riding, 
as  the  only  way  to  avoid  meeting  Mr 
Rivers.  The  following  day,  he  called;  but 
was  received  fo  coldly  by  my  father,  that. 
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he  made  but  a  very  fhort  vifit. — In  the 
evening,  a  billet  was  brought  me  by  his 
nurfe,  and  fortunately  delivered  to  me 
without  witneffes. 


To   Mifs  Greville. 

Grove. 

c  Two  days  ago  I  was  the  happieft  of 
mankind,  in  the  converfation  and  tender 
friendihip  of  Mifs  Greville ;  what  I  have 
done  to  forfeit  thefe  bleffings,  1  am  en- 
tirely ignorant.  I  know  you  are  inca- 
pable of  harbouring  unjuft  refentment  j 
yet  it  is  plain,  both  from  the  coldnef^ 
of  your's  and  Mr  Greville's  manner* 
that  fomething  1  am  unable  to  divine 
has  difpleafed  you.  I  cannot  exift  ia 
this  painful  fufpence  ;  and  as  I  do  not 
choofe  to  intrude  upon  you  again  at 
Harwood,  muft  earneltly  entreat  a  few 
lines,  to  explain  a  myftery,  which  over- 
whelms with  concern  and  inquietude, 
*  Your  moil  refpeQful  humble  fervant^ 
*  George  Rivers/ 
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I  was  utterly  at  a  lofs  what  anfwer  to 
make  to  this  letter.  I  abhorred  every  fpe- 
cies  of  art  or  duplicity;  yet  found  it  would 
be  impoffible  to  behave  to  Mr  Rivers  in 
the  manner  my  father  required,  without 
either  wounding  my  pride,  by  a  mortify- 
ing confeffion  of  the  real  caufe  of  my  con- 
du&,  or  my  ingenuity,  by  affigning  a 
falfe  one.  To  avoid  both  of  thefe,  I  con- 
fined my  reply  to  a  note,  which  contained 
only  thefe  few  words :— 

c  Mr  Rivers  can  never  fuppofe  hfs 
c  friends  capable  of  fuch  injufiice,  as  to 

*  be  offended  with  him  without  a  caufe  ; 

*  and   his  own  heart  will  acquit  him  of 

*  any   intention  to  offend.      Be  affured, 

*  Sir,  with  refpedl  to  you,   efteem  and 
c  gratitude  are  the  fentiments  which  fhall 

*  always  poffefs  your  obliged 

'  Julia  Greville/ 

Next 
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Next  morning,  I  was  met  as  ufual  by 
Mr  Rivers,  about  a  mile  from  HarwoocL 
The  pre  fence  of  our  attendants,  prevent- 
ed the  poffibility  of  any  particular  con- 
verfation ;  but  my  dejeftion  being  ftill 
vifible,  Mr  Rivers  preffed  fo  earneftly  to 
know  the  caufe,  that  I  was  obliged  to 
promife  him  the  fatisfaction  he  required-, 
whenever  a  convenient  opportunity  fhould 
offer.  He  eagerly  laid  hold  of  this  pro- 
mife; and  urged  me,  in  the  mod  earned: 
manner,  to  meet  him  that  evening  at  the 
bottom  of  the  garden,  from  whence  the 
houfe  was  divided  by  a  thick  grove.  I 
felt  the  utmoft  relu&ance  to  comply  with 
this  propofal,  from  the  clandeftine  appear- 
ance it  alTumed.  But,  reflecting  that  this 
was  the  only  way  I  could  hope  to  converfe 
with  Mr  Rivers,  without  fear  of  cenfure 
or  interruption,  and  grieved  to  think  of 
the  ungrateful  and  capricious  light  in 
which  my  conduct  muft  appear  to  him,  I 
at  length  agreed  to  an  interview,  the  im- 
prudence 
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prudence  of  which  nothing  could  excufe# 
I  felt  all  that  uneafy  htefolution,  which  ac- 
companies, in  an  ingenious  mind,  every 
doubtful  action.  I  often  determined  to 
open  my  heart  to  the  mod  afFe&ionate  of 
mothers,  and  all;  her  advice  with  regard 
to  my  conduct  ;  but  was  withheld  by  the 
fear  that  it  might  not  coincide  with  my 
wifhes ;  or  if  it  did,  that  it  would  fuhjeet 
her  to  the  refentment  of  my  father.  Ths 
evening  being  arrived,  I  fet  out  at  the 
appointed  hour,  with  a  heavy  and  anxious 
heart. — The  firfl  ftep  towards  error,  is 
ever  the  moft  difficult:  It  is  attended  with 
a  timidity  and  confcioufnefs  inexpreffibly 
painful,  which  are  foon  conquered  by 
habit.  Heaven  itfelf  feems  to  place  ob* 
ftacles  in  our  way,  to  check  us  in  the  very 
beginning  of  our  career  of  folly ;  and 
oblige  us  to  flop,  to  reflect,  to  return. 
But,  headftrong  and  impetuous,  if  we  fcora 
thefe  reftraints,  and  perfevere  in  furmount- 
ing  thefe  obftacles,  they  infenfibly  dinii* 

aifln 
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nifh ;  the  path  of  ruin  becomes  fmooth 
before  us,  and  foon  terminates  in  hopelefs 
deftru&ion. 

The  train  of  melancholy  reflections 
which  croud  to  my  mind,  obliges  me  to 
lay  down  my  pen,  I  will  foon  refume 
it.  — Mean  time,  let  me  thank  my  ge- 
nerous friend,  for  the  lively  intereft  fhe 
takes  in  all  my  concerns ;  and  afifure  her, 
that  her's  will  ever  engage  the  warmeft 
befl  willies  of  her 

Julia  Greville, 


LETTER   XXIII. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwocxi. 
I  needed  not  the  affurances  conveyed 
in  your  laft,  of  your  tender  anxiety  on 
my  account,  and  your  impatience  for  the 
reft  of  my  narrative,  which  I  {hall  now 
refume. 

The 
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The  advice  of  parents,  nay  clear  Maria! 
ought  ever  to  be  held  facred.  I  certainly 
did  wrong  to  encourage  an  intimacy  with 
Mr  Rivers,  after  my  father's  exprcfs  pro- 
hibition. Had  I  obferved  it,  I  fhould 
have  efcaped  many  a  heart -ach,  which 
my  imprudence  and  difobedience  have 
fince  occafioned. — Mr  Rivers  was  waiting 
for  me  in  the  little  alcove  at  the  extre- 
mity of  the  garden.  He  flew  to  meet  me, 
with  looks  of  unaffe&ed  joy  ;  and  taking 
my  hand,  which  he  preifed  to  his  lips, 
4  Permit  me,  deareft  Mifs  Greviile,'  faid 
he,  c  to  exprefs  fome  part  of  the  lively 
6  gratitude  I  feel  for  this  condefcending 
6  gocdnefs.  1  really  felt  life  a  burden,  un- 
c  der  the  weight  of  your  difpleafure  ;  but 
<  I  flatter  myfelf,  if  I  have  offended,  I 
€  read  my  pardon  in  thefe  mild  forgiving 
f  eyes/ 

I  will  not  pretend  to  repeat  all  that 
pad  at  this  interefting  meeting.      Suffice 

it 
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it  to  fay,  that  finding  it  impoffible  longer 
to  conceal  the  real  caufe  of  my  uneafinefs, 
which  my  father's  imprudence  already  led 
him  to  fufpeQ:,  he  fpared  me  the  painful 
Telation  of  my  inquietudes,  by  (hewing  mc 
that  they  were  already  known  to  him  ;  and 
by  the  moil  infmuating  tendernefs  and 
fympathy,  leffened  the  bitternefs  of  thofe 
forrows,  which  he  ftole  infenfibly  from  my 
heart,  while  expreffing  the  generous  com- 
paffion  of  his  own. 

A  friend  to  (hare  in  my  affii&ion,  was 
a  bleffing  hitherto  denied  me ;  forced  to 
conceal  my  own,  for  fear  of  adding  to  my 
mother's  diftrefs,  the  relief  1  felt  from 
communicating  that  which  preyed  on  my 
foul,  was  inexpreffible.  It  feemed  to  me, 
as  if  Heaven,  in  companion  for  my  fufFer* 
Ings,  and  in  approbation  of  my  patient 
fubmiffion  to  them,  had  fent  Rivers,  like 
fome  meffenger  of  peace,  to  confole  and 
fupport  me.   In  bis  good  fenfe,  and  agree- 

Vol.  1.  M  able 
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able  converfation,  I  found  fuch  refources 
as  often  led  me  for  a  while  to  forget  my 
diftreffe.s :  And  when  they  returned  with 
redoubled  violence,  they  only  ferved  to  im- 
pel me  to  the  afylum  I  found  in  his  tender 
friendfhip. 

To  the  lively  companion  my  diftrefs 
awakened  in  the  bofom  of  Rivers,  he  at- 
tributed the  (till  more  delightful,  more  ani- 
mated tendernefs  he  fek  for  me  ;  whilft 
gratitude  on  my  part,  combined  with  ad- 
miration, to  fecure  hirn  the  entire  pofTef- 
fion  of  my  heart,  long  before  I  fufpeflted 
he  had  made  any  impreffion  on  it.  With- 
out enquiring  into  the  nature  of  thofe  fen- 
timents  which  pofleffed  our  whole  fouls, 
we  enjoyed  that  delicious  and  refined  plea- 
fure,  which  flows  from  the  mingled  emo- 
tions of  love,  efteem,  and  fympathy. 

Our  ignorance  of  the  real  ftate  of  our 
own  hearts,  preferved  us  free  from  appre- 

henfiorx 
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henfion  and  inquietude  ;  wfailft  the  fecrecy 
we  were  obliged  to  obferve,  gave  a  poig- 
nant relifli  to  this  tender  intercourfe.  It 
was  foon  interrupted,  however,  in  a  man- 
ner that  put  a  period  to  that,  and  all  my 
hopes  of  earthly  happinefs. 

One  day  having  met  ine  as  ufaaJ  on 
horfeback,  without  any  attendant  of  his 
own,  he  begged  permiffion  to  lend  my 
fervant  a  meffage  to  — —  a  town  about 
three  miles  diftant ;  and  tel-ling  him  that 
he  would  take  care  to  convey  Mifs  Gre- 
ville  to  Harwood,  defired  him  to  deliver 
the  anfwer  to  me  on  his  return.  I  eafily 
faw  this  was  only  a  pretence  to  get  rid  of 
the  fervant;  but  I  did  not  difapprove  of 
a  condud,  which  my  wifhes  might  have 
fuggefted,  but  which  I  never  fhouid  have 
had  courage  to  propofe,  though  my  heart 
fickened  for  an  opportunity  of  unburden- 
ing its  -griefs  to  my  kind  fympathizing 
friend. 

M  2  Several 
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Several  la,te  exceffes  of  my  father,  had 
fo  greatly  involved  his  affairs,  and  ruin- 
ed his  temper,  that  our  domeftic  com- 
fort was  utterly  deftroyed.  My  fpirits 
that  day  were  unufually  deprefied  ;  and  I 
felt  fo  weak  and  languid,  from  diftrefs  of 
mind,  and  want  of  reft,  that  I  could  hard- 
ly fit  upright.  Mr  Rivers  perceived  my 
extreme  laffitude  j  and  upon  reaching  the 
path  that  (truck  into  the  wood  where  we 
had  firft  met,  entreated  me  to  difmount, 
and  fuffer  him  rp  lead  our  horfes  till  we 
ihould  reach  the  fide  of  the  river  ;  where 
the  frefhnefs  of  the  air  would  revive  me, 
and  where  I  might  reft  a  while,  till  I  Ihould 
feel  myfelf  fomewhat  recruited.  I  did  fo, 
and  having  tied  our  horfes  to  a  tree^  we 
fat  down  on  the  very  fpot,  where  his  hu- 
manity refcued  me  from  the  fate  which 
threatened  to  overwhelm  me. 

My  exceffive  deje&ion  awakened  in  his 
bofom  the  mop:  affe&ing  fympathy.  Com- 
panion 
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paflion  is  ever  foothing ;  but  in  a  flate  of 
mind  fo  depreffing  and  hopelefs  as  I  then 
experienced,  it  becomes  peculiarly  refrefh- 
ing  and  delightful  to  the  foul.  The  tender- 
nefs  of  his  expreffions,  diflblved  mine  in  a 
fweet  and  mournful  gratitude.  I  filently 
eontrafted  the  gentlenefs  of  his  manner, 
with  the  harfhnefs  with  which  I  was  ufual- 
ly  treated  by  him,  whom  Nature  defigned 
my  friend  and  prote&or,  as  wTell  as  parents 

My  tears  flowed,  in  fpite  of  every  effort 
to  reftrain  them ;  and  the  exertions  I  made 
for  that  purpofe,  only  added 'force  to  the 
fighs  which  burft  from  my  affli&ed  bofom; 

Mr  Rivers  beheld  me  with  emotions  al~ 
moft  too  painful  to  be  fupported.  He  re- 
fpe&fully  took  my  hand,  which  he  preffed 
to  his  breaft  ;  he  foothed,  he  remonftrated, 
he  confoled  me,  c  Deareft  Mifs  Greville,' 
faid  he,  *  reftrain,  I  conjure  you,  this  ex- 
'"  ceffive  forrow,  which  will  deftroy  your 
M  3  «  tender 
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5  tender  frame,  unlefs  you  would  make 
c  him  completely  miferable,  who  could  die 
c  to  make  you  happy. — Ah !  why,  why/ 
continued  he  paffionately,  4  was  I  permit* 

*  ed  by  Heaven,  to  fave  a  life  a  thoufand 
c  times    more   dear,  more   valuable   than 

*  my  own,  unlefs  permitted   alfo,  by   de- 

*  voting  every  future  hour  of  mine,  to  her 
c  whofe  affe&ion  can  alone  endear  it  ?' — • 
Here  he  paufed  as  if  afraid  to  proceed. — - 
c  Indeed/  interrupted  I,  4  I  could  almofl 
c  regret  that  humanity,  which  prolonged 

*  my  life,  only  to   prolong  my  wretched- 

*  nefs/ — f  Oh  fay  not  fo!'  replied  he;  *.  is 
c  it  poffible  you  can  thus  repay  the  moft 
c  tender  friend  (hip,  the  mod  ardent  paffion 
c  that  ever  warmed  a  human  bread  ? — 
c  Pardon  this  confeffion,  loveliefl  of  wo- 
c  men  ! — the  place,  the  circumitances  have 

*  forced  it  from  me,     Let  it  not  offend 

*  my  Julia/  continued  he,  raifing  his  fine 
eyes  to  my  face,  which  was  covered  with 
Iblufhes,  *  if  the  friend  fhe  has  honoured 

4  with- 
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*  with  her  efteem  and  confidence,  afpire 
4  to  (hare  in  the  tendered  affections  of  the 

*  deareft,  gentled,  beft  of  hearts !' 

My  filence  and  confufion  left  no  room 
for  Mr  Rivers  to  doubt  of  the  reception 
this  declaration  met  with.  Not  contented, 
however,  with  a  filent  affent,  he  contrived 
to  draw  from  me,  before  we  parted,  a 
confeffion  of  that  mutual  tendernefs  which 
had  long  poffeffed  my  heart.  As  feveral 
country  people  pafled  by,  he  had  prevailed 
on  me,  during  our  interefling  converfa- 
tion,  to  crofs  the  river,  and  retire  into  the 
Hermitage,  to  avoid  the  poffibility  of  be- 
ing obferved  ;  and  at  the  very  moment 
when  tranfported  with  my  hefitating  and 
half-pronounced  confeffion,  he  feized  my 
hand,  which  he  eagerly  kiffed,  a  favourite 
dog  of  Lord  Cleveland^  came  running 
through  the  wood,  and  the  next  moment 
the  Earl  himfelf  appeared  in  view.  He 
ftopt,  on  feeing  us.     Shame  and  furprife^ 

added 
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added  to  the  perturbation  of  my  mind 
daring  our  whole  converfation,  fo  en- 
tirely overcame  my  weak  fpirits,  that  I 
remained  for  fome  moments  like  one  ftu- 
pified.  Lord  Cleveland  approached,  and 
kindly  affifled  his  fon  in  recovering  me. 
When  my  recolle&ion  returned,  I  felt  my 
confufion  increafed  bv  the  earneftnefs  and 
aftonifhment  with  which  he  feemed  to  fur- 
vey  me ;  but  utterly  unable  to  frame  any 
excufe  for  my  prefent  fituation,  and  ab- 
horring the  meannefs  of  an  attempt  to 
diffemble,  I  remained  ftient,  confounded* 
and  abafhed. 

Mr  Rivers  having  informed  his  fathe? 
of  my  name,  the  Earl  politely,  though 
coldly,  made  offer  of  his  coach  to  convey 
me  home.  I  thanked  him ;  but  added,  I 
believed  I  fliould  now  be  able  to  mount 
my  own  horfe,  which  waited  for  me.  He 
retired,  and  left^me  to  the  care  of  his  fon. 

How; 
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How  fhall  I  attempt  to  exprefs  to  my 
friend,  the  violent  and  diftracting  paflions 
that  now  overwhelmed  me  ?  Not  all  the 
tender  eloquence  of  Rivers  could  footh  or 
alleviate  them. — In  judging  of  our  own 
actions,  we  feldom  confider  the  light  ia 
which  they  will  appear  to  thofe  who  are 
ignorant  of  the  motives  that  gave  them 
birth,  and  circumftances  that  determine 
their  nature.  Partiality  and  feif-love  fug-, 
geft  a  thoufand  excufes  for  thofe  we  reckon 
doubtful,  and  which  the  world,  viewing 
with  the  cool  eye  of  reafon,  hefitates  not 
to  pronounce  culpable.  To  be  feen  by 
Lord  Cleveland  in  this  fequeftered  fpot3 
without  any  attendant  or  companion  but 
his  fon,  whofe  manner,  at  the  moment  he. 
difcovered  us,  too  plainly  betrayed  the  na- 
ture of  thofe  fentiments  which  it  was  im- 
poffible  now  to  attempt  concealing  ;  and 
of  which  we  dared  not  to  hope  his  ap- 
probation;— our  mutual  filence  and  con- 
fufion,— -my  father's  licentious  principles* 

and 
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and  ruined  fortune, — -the  company  with 
whom  I  was  accuftomed  to  converfe, — all, 
all  m-uft  convince  Lord  Cleveland,  that  I 
was  an  artful  defigning  girl,  who  was 
fcheming  to  draw  his  fon  into  a  clandef- 
tine  and  ruinous  connexion. 

Such  were  the  mortifying  ideas  that 
took  poffeffion  of  my  mind :  the  more 
painful  and  infuppor table,  becaufe  of  that 
very  ingenuity  of  wTiich  I  was  probably 
believed  incapable,  at  the  very  time  I  was 
fecretly  refolving,  that  the  re&itude  of  my 
future  conduct  fhould  juftify  to  the  world, 
the  preference  with  which  Rivers  had  ho- 
noured me.  I  hefitated  not  about  com- 
municating my  apprehenfions  to  him.  He 
drove  to  make  me  eafy,  by  affuring  me, 
that  there  was  nothing  fo  very  particular 
in  the  circumftance  of  our  being  feen  to- 
gether at  the  Hermitage,  as  our  own  con- 
fcioufnefs  made  us  believe.  6  If,  however,' 
continued  he,  4  my  father  fhould  fufpeft 

<  the 
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*  the  nature  of  our   attachment,  I  will 

*  make  no  hefitation  to  avow  mine ;  and 

*  endeavour  to  procure  his  approbation  of 

*  thofe   fentiments,  which  not   even   his 
x  difpleafure  ihall  tempt  me  to  renounce.5 

The  depreffion  of  my  fpirits  was  too 
great,  to  admit  of  continuing  this  affe&ing 
converfation.  I  propofed  returning  home; 
and  juft  as  we  left  the  wood,  we  obferved 
Jais  nurfe  croffing  the  road  with  her  milk- 
ing-pail,  who  feeing  me  look  faint  and  ex- 
haufted,  begged  me  to  ftep  in,  and  take  a 
little  refrefhment ;  at  that  inftant  a  heavy 
Ihower  of  rain  falling,  I  had  no  choice 
left.  Mr  'Rivers  joined  his  entreaties  to 
her's.  I  confented  ;  but  was  not  a  little 
difconcerted  by  the  innocent  iimplicity  of 
my  kind  hoftefs* 

After  reminding  me  of  the  accident 
which  firft  brought  me  to  her  cottage,  flic 
added,  c  I  warrant  your  La'fhip  and  young 

<  Mafter 
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C 


Matter  are  better  acquainted  now  ?  But, 
€  lack-a-day!    you   look  fo  pale  and  for- 

*  rowful,  one  would  think  you  had  fallen 

*  into  the  river  again.  Heaven  blefs  you 
c  both!   You  are  both  fo  good,  and  fo 

*  handfome,  that  I  doubt  not  I  fhall  fee 
c  a  wedding  at  the  Grove-  before  it  be 
«  long/ 

Mr  Rivers,  who  faw  my  condition,  en* 
deavoured  to  relieve  it,  by  afking  nurfe 
after  his  little  god:fon.  The  child  was 
brought,  and,  with  much  good  nature, 
Mr  Rivers  re-echoed  the  praifes  beftowed 
on  it  by  its  happy  mother.  After  thank- 
ing her  for  her  kind  hofpitality,  the  rain 
ceafing,  we  bade  her  adieu,  and  prepared 
to  return  home. 

The  fervant  rejoining  us  at  a  fmall  di- 
stance from   Harwood,    we  parted ;    Mr 
Rivers  promifing  to  meet  me  in  the  even- 
ing, 
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ing,  and  inform  me  of  what  fhould  pafs 
between  him  and  the  Earl. 


Never  had  I  before  experienced  fuch  a 
reftlefs  and  diiturbed  (late  of  mind.  Doubt- 
ful of  the  propriety  of  the  part  I  had  a&ed, 
and  more  irrefolute  than  ever  with  refped 
to  that  I  ought  to  purfue,  my  thoughts 
were  all  confufion.  When  the  path  of 
duty  is  clearly  marked  out,  we  can  exert 
ail  our  refolution,  and  follow  it  with  what- 
ever difficulties  it  may  be  attended  :  But 
when  uncertain  which  way  to  turn,  the 
fufpence  in  which  reafon  is  held,  becomes 
altogether  diilracting. 

Though  difpofed  to  liflen  to  the  di&ateg 
of  inclination,  in  continuing  my  intimacy 

h  Mr  Rivers.  I  refolved  never  to  violate 

thole  of  honour,  by  entering  into  any  en- 

ent  with  him,  without  the  fandion 

of  thofe  who  have  a  right  to  dired  us  in 

the  mod  important  adion  of  our  lives. 

Vol.  I.  N  My 
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My  parents  had  gone  to  pay  a  vifit  dur- 
ing my  abfence,  and  not  returning  till  late, 
I  was  left  at  liberty  to  indulge,  without  in- 
terruption, that  train  of  gloomy  refleftions, 
to  which,  avS  by  fome  fecret  prefentiment 
of  my  approaching  misfortunes,  my  mind 
now  gave  unbounded  fcope. 

The  evening  arrived  ;  we  met :  but  how 
great  was  my  furprife  to  learn,  that  though 
Lord  Cleveland  had  dined  at  home,  and 
there  was  no  company  prefent,  he  had 
taken  no  notice  to  his  fon  of  what  had 
paffed  in  the  morning ! 

With  the  ardour  natural  to  youth,  and 
the  hope  allied  to  love,  we  ventured  to 
draw  the  moft  flattering  prefages  from  this 
filence ;  and,  becaufe  the  obftacles  to  our 
wifhes  were  a  while  obfcured  by  our  paf- 
fion,  rafhly  concluded  that  they  no  longer 
exifted. 

The 
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The  two  following  days,  we  were  pre- 
vented from  meeting,  by  the  arrival  of 
company  at  the  Grove  ;  and  on  the  even- 
ing of  the  third,  being  told  that  a  country 
woman  defired  to  fpeak  with  me,  I  ftept 
down  ftairs,  where  I  found  nurfe,  who  de- 
livered ma  the  following  billet,  and  pre* 
fently  retired. 

c  Come  to  me  this  moment,  my  beloved 
c  Julia !  I  wait  for  you  at  the  Alcove/ 

I  entered  the  garden  with  trembling 
fteps :  I  faw  Rivers ;  but  Gracious  Hea- 
ven !  how  changed  !  Inftead  of  flying  to 
meet  me,  he  flood  frill  at  my  approach  ; 
a  palenefs  like  that  of  death,  overfpread  his 
countenance,  and  his  eyes  were  rivetted 
to  the  ground.  After  a  few  moments 
of  mournful  and  diftrading  filence,  he 
grafped  my  hand.  c  O  Julia !  loyelieft, 
Q  heft  of  women  !'  faid  he,  c  why  cannot 
e  I  be  unhappy  alone?  why  rauft  my  hard 
N  2  c  deftiny 
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*  deftiny   involve    in   my   affliction,    tha£ 

*  heart  whofe  peace  is  dearer,  far  dearer 
6  than  my  own  ?  Why  did  my  rafh  tongue 
4  betray  that  ardent,  that  enthufiaftic  paf- 

*  fion,  which  prudence,  generofity,  nay 
c  love  itfelf,  fhould  have  induced  me  to 
c  confine  within  my  own  bofom  ?  Oh 
6  Heaven V  continued  he,  fixing  his  mourn* 
ful  eyes  on  me,  with  a  look  which  pierced 
my  foul,  which  I  (hall  never,  never  forget, 
c  I  have  ruined  the  peace  of  her  I  love!' 

I  was  fo  greatly  aiFe&ed  with  this  pathe- 
tic difcourfe,  that  I  had  not  courage  for 
fome  time  to  demand  an  explanation  of  it, 
At  length  I  recovered  compofure  enough 
to  beg  he  would  relieve  me  from  a  fufpence 
a  thoufand  times  more  intolerable  than  the 
moft  fatal  intelligence. 

Unable  to  fpeak,  he  took  a  letter  from 
his  pocket,  which  he  defired  me  to  read ; 

it 
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k  was  from  his  father,  and  contained  thefe 
words  : 

c  My  dear  George^ 

c  1  know  you  are  incapable  of  a  bafe  or 
c  difhonourable  a&ion  j  yet  the  fituation  in 
e  which  1  found  you  and  Mifs  Greville 
6  yefterday,  leaves  me  no  room  to  doubt 
c  that  you  are  milled  yourfelf-  and  are  en- 

*  deavouring  to  miflead  the  obje£t  of  your 

*  heart's  belt  affection,  by  giving  way  to  a 
4  paffion  which  would  involve  you  boihin 
Q  ruin. 

- 

€  The  uncommon  beauty,  and  amiable 

*  difpofitions  of  Mifs  Grevilie,  fufficiently 
?  juftify  your  preference.  But  nothing  in 
6  your  fituation  could  excufe  fo  difhonour- 

*  able  a  conduft,  as  that  of  engaging  the 

*  affe&ions  of  an  excellent  young  woman, 
c  without  the  leaft  probability  of  being 
f  able  to  offer  her  your  hand  ;  whilft  by 
?  the  difcovery  of  your  fentiments,  you 

N  3  6  were 
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*  were  binding  her  by  gratitude,  (the 
6  ftrongeft  of  all  ties  to  an  ingenuous 
6  mind),   to  reje£t   every   opportunity  of 

*  eftablifhing  herfelf  in  the  world  ;  a  cir- 

*  cumftance  which  her  father's  mifconduft 
§  will  render  highly  neceffary. 

*  Hitherto,  my  dear  George,  I  do  not 

*  blame  you;  but  let  my  pad  indulgence 

*  fecure  your  unreluftant  obedience  to  my 

*  commands.      You   know   my    eflate  is 

*  ftri&ly  entailed  on  your  brother-  Juflice 
c  demands  that  I  fhould  make  all  the  pro- 
€  vifion  1  can  for  your  fitters,   confiftently 

*  with  my  rank  in  life,  which  involves  me 

*  in  much  expence.     And  though  at  my 

*  death  you  will  inherit  your  mother's 
4  fortune,  I  know  you  too  well  to  believe 

*  that  you  would  wifh  to  purchafe  a  much 
6  larger  one,  at  fuch  a  price. 

*  On  yourfelf,  therefore,  muft  be  your 

*  future  dependence  ;  and  your  choice  of 

6  the 
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*  the  army  feems  to  have  been  peculiarly 
4  fortunate,  as  mv  old  friend  Lord  M — — • 
4  is  juft  letting  off  10  join  his  regiment,  in 
4  order  to  embark  for  America.  He  has 
4  prefented  you  with  a  commiffion,  and 
4  generoufly  promifed  to  uie  his  whole  in- 
4  tereft  in  your  behalf. 

*  As  the  troops  embark  next  week,  it 

*  will  be  neceffary  for  you  to  fe):  out  to- 
4  morrow  morning  with  his  Lordfhip,  in 
4  order  to  have  yourfelf  properly  equipt  at 
4  London. 

4  Your   chearful   compliance  with  this 
4  plan,  will  givepleafure  to- your  affe&ion- 

*  ate  father,- 

.  *  Cleveland/ 

You,  Maria  !  will  better  imagine  than  1 
can  defcribe,   the  feelings  occafioned  by 
this  letter.     We  gave  way  to  the  violence 
of  our  emotions,  without  reftraint.    Hav- 
ing 
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ing  indulged  them  till  we  were  both  a« 
(harried,  1  rofe;  and  with  all  the  fortitude 
and  compofure  1  could  command,  '  Rivers!* 
faid  I,  4  the  fureft  way  to  happinefs,  is  to 
4  deferve  being  happy.  Go/  continued 
I,  e  go  and  obey  the  didtates  of  honour 
g  and  duty.  Secure  in  my  efleem — my 
c  unalterable  affection, — let  us  hope  that 
c  a  time   may  yet  arrive,  when   Heaven 

*  will  reward  our  prefent  facrifice,  and 
c  blefs  me  with  power  to  make  you  truly 
'  bled.' 

He  gazed  on  me  for  fome  moments 
with  delight  and  aftonifhment ;  and  clafp- 
ing  me  to  his  bofom,  c  Moft  noble,  moll: 
c  angelic    of  women1/    cried    he,    c  may 

*  Heaven  no  longer  preferve  my  life,  than 

*  whilft  it  is  fuftained  by  that  dear  de~ 
c  lightful  hope  !* 

As  the  evening  was  far  fpent,  we  were 
forced  to  part.     After  mutual  vows  of  in- 
violable 
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violable  fidelity,  and  mutual  promifes  of 
conftant  correipondence,  Rivers  taking  a 
fprig  of  laurel  from  a  neighbouring  tree, 
placed  it  on  the  ground,  at  the  fpot  where 
you  faw  it  growing.     Julia  !'_faid  he,  4  let 

*  this  remind  you  of  your  ablent  Rivers* 

*  Cherifh  it  with  care,  my -gentled  Lovet 
1  it  fhall  either  crown  him  with  honour, 
c  or  be  fcattered  on  his  grave.^ 

This  folemn  fentence  uttered,  he  fixed 
his  eyes  on  me,  with  a  look  of  unutterable 
tendernefs;  then  clafping  his  hands,  and 
raifing  them  to  Heaven,  *  Powerful  Pro- 
6  teftor  of  virtue  and  innocence  V  cried  he, 

*  preferve  this  thy  choiceft  bleffing  from 
c  danger! — Reftore  us  to  happinefs  and 
1  each  other,  or  let  us  meet  no  more  I* 

Again  he  gazed  on  me  with  fond  af* 
feftion  :  again  fupplicated  Heaven  to  blefs 
me:  again  preffed  me  to  his  throbbing  bo- 
fom  j  and   at  length,    with    a    faultering 

Toice, 
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voice,  pronounced  the  laft,  lingering,  cruel 

farewell! 


He  left  the  Grove  next  morning,  but 
wrote  to  me  by  every  opportunity.  So  far 
from  abating  the  ardour  of  his  affection  dur- 
ing the  firft  year  of  his  abfence,  time  Team- 
ed to  encreafe  both  his  love  and  his  hope : 
His  letters  were  my  fole  fupport  under  the 
burden  of  my  domeftic  inquietudes,  which 
were  aggravated  by  the  addreffes  of  Mr 
Melvill,  a  coufm  of  my  own,  and  a  man 
of  confiderable  fortune.  Upon  my  po- 
fitively  reje&ing  this  match,  my  father 
treated  me  with  redoubled  feverity,  and 
threw  cut  fome  fufpicions  with  regard 
to  my  attachment  to  Rivers,  that  greatly 
alarmed  me.  But  as  he  did  not  queftion 
me  on  the  fubjed,  I  was  happily  relieved 
from  the  cruel  neceffity  of  pracHfing  that 
diffimulation,  which  was  utterly  repug- 
nant to  my  nature;  and  which  the  bed  of 
mothers  had  early  taught  me  to  fhun,  as  the 

firft 
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firft  fatal  ftep  that  leads  dire&ly  from  er- 
ror to  vice. 

The  noble  ingenuity,  and  fenHbility  of 
heart,  by  which  Mr  Rivers  was  diftin- 
guifhed,  induced  me  to  lay  open  mine 
to  him,  without  referve.  His  letters,  of 
which  I  fhall  inclofe  a  few,  difplayed  at 
once  the  elegance  of  his  mind,  and  the 
ardour  of  his  afFe&ion.  But,  ah,  Maria! 
to  whom  ought  we  to  confide  our  peace, 
on  whom  depend  for  happinefs,  in  a  world 
full  of  deceit  and  ingratitude ;  and  where 
nothing  is  certain,  but  perpetual  viciffitude? 

Two  years,  two  lingering  joylefs  years 
have  elapfed,  without  bringing  me  a  fmgle 
Jetter ;  notwithftanding  my  having  repeat- 
edly written,  requefting,  in  the  rnoft  ear- 
ned manner,  to  know  the  caufe  of  this 
killing  negled.  Alas,  Maria!  there  can 
be  none,  except  that  levity  and  incon- 
ftancy  inherent  in  his  fex,  of  which  we 

are 
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are  afTured,  from  our  earlieft  infancy ;  but 
which  we  rejeft,  like  other  unpleafmg 
truths,  till  we  are  forced  to  aflfent  to  them 
by  painful  experience. 

I  have  learned,  by  different  accidents, 
that  Lord  Cleveland  receives  letters  from 
his  fon  by  every  opportunity  ;  that  he  is 
univerfally  beloved;  and,  on  account  of  his 
gallant  behaviour  at  the  fiege  of  Charles- 
town,  has  been  advanced  to  the  rank  of 
Colonel. 

In  vain  has  my  fond  heart  framed  a 
thoufand  excufes  for  his  negligence  :  that 
heart  can  no  longer  deceive  me.  The  veil 
is  withdrawn,  with  which  paffion  too  long 
hoodwinked  my  reafon-  I  fee— I  feel — his 
indifference, — his  contempt ! — x^hl  would 
to  Heaven  I  could  return  it  !  Unjuft 
Rivers !  what  have  I  done  to  deferve  it  ? 
Is  it  poffible  thou  canft  hate  me,  for  loving 
thee ;  defpife  me,  for  confiding  in  thee ; 

betray 
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betray  me,  for  believing  thee  ? — Help  me, 
Maria!  help  me  to  fubdue  this  rebellious 
he'art.  Bring  my  pride — my  reafon-^-my 
injured  love  to  my  aid;  and  if  they  can* 
not  reftore  my  loft  happinefs,  O  teach 
them  to  reftore  my  peace !  Peace  is  all 
my  foul  afpires  after.,  in  this  tranfitory^ 
changeable,  unfatisfying  world.  Alas !  I 
fear,  I  greatly  fear,  it  will  for  ever  be  a 
ftranger  to  the  wounded  bofom  of  your 
affectionate,  but  much  afflifted  friend, 

Julia  Greville* 


Letters  inclofed  in  the  preceding. 

LETTER   I. 

Mr  Rivers  to  Mifs  Greville. 

I  have  been  abfent  from  you  only  three 
days;  yet,  ah  Julia!  after  fo  conftant,  fo 
delightful  an  intercourfe,  how  tedious* 
how  joylefs  have  they  proved !  You  have 

Vol  I.  O  never 
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never  been  abfent  from  my  thoughts.  I 
meet  you  in  every  moment  of  retirement: 
I  fancy  I  fee  you  ftrolling  down  the  honey- 
fuckle  walk,  to  wait  for  me  at  the  accuf- 
tomed  hour  in  the  Alcove.  When  the 
clock  flrikes  feven,  my  heart  fickens  with 
recolle&ion  of  the  delightful  paft.  I  retire 
to  my  apartment—take  out  your  pifture— - 
contemplate  it  with  melancholy  pleafure— 
teach  it  to  fpeak  the  language  of  my 
wifhes— whilft  my  heart  replies  to  it  with 
grateful  glowing  affection.  Nor  is  this 
ideal  intercourfe  barren  either  of  delight 
or  improvement.  It  is  impoffible  to  think 
of  your  attachment,  without  gratitude  to 
Heaven;  or  of  your  amiable  virtues,  with- 
out wifhing  to  refemble  you. 

What  can  I  fay  to  you,  on  the  mod 
painful,  the  moft  delicate  of  all  fubje&s? 
Nothing  is  fo  diftreffing  to  me,  as  the  re- 
flexion that  you  are  denied  the  prefence 
of  a  friend,  to  fupport  you  under  the  cruel 

fufferings 


MISS    GREVILLE.      159 

fufferings  infli&ed  by  him  whom  Nature 
intended  your  earlieft  and  fureft  friend.-— 
Mod  loved  of  the  human  race!  let  not 
your  heart  fink  under  the  fevere  mortifi- 
cation occafioned  by  this  circumftance. 
Though  others  prove  unjuft  to  your  merit, 
and  indifferent  to  your  happinefs5  think, 

0  think  of  the  efleem,  the  love,  the  ad- 
miration of  him,  to  whom  yours  is,  and 
ever  will  be,  dearer  than  the  utmoft  en- 
ergy of  language  can  exprefs;  and  whofe 
exiftence,  as  well  as  happinefs,  is  wrapped 
up  in  yours f — .Cherifh,  for  both  our  fakes, 

1  conjure  you,  thofe  prefentiments  which 
mitigate  the  feverity  of  feparation.  Ah 
Julia!  why  fhould  we  ever  be  feparated? 

I  ftepped  into  a  cottage  this  morning,  to 
fhun  a  violent  Ihower  ;  there  1  found  two 
decent  looking  peafants  feated  at  their 
homely  meal,  and  furrounded  by  eight 
fmiling  countenances,  in  which  pleafure, 
peace,  and  plenty,  were  written  in  legible 
O  2  chara&ers, 
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chata&ers.  At  fight  of  this  happy  group* 
I  could  not  help  fighing  to  myfelf.  6  Why 
*  fhould  I  leave  my  Julia,  when  fo  little  caa 
c  fatisfy  the  neceffities  of  human  beings  ?* 
The  God  of  nature,  with  liberal  hand, 
fupplies  the  wants  of  all  his  creatures  : 
Shall  we  fpurn  his  proffered  bounty,  and 
lofe  the  precious  tranfient  feafon  of  youth, 
in  the  purfuit  of  that  which  only  ferves, 
with  the  generality  of  our  fpecies,  to  cre- 
ate imaginary  wants,  not  fupply  thofe  that 
are  real  ?     : 

How  can  I  be  otherwife  than  happy, 
when  you  affure  me  that  you  live  by  the 
hope  of  making  me  fo  ?  How  can  I  be 
carelefs  of  a  life,  which  you  tell  me  gives 
all  its  value  to  yours  ? — Julia  !  moft  gene* 
rous,  moft  amiable  of  women !  how  can  I 
ever  be  capable  of  wounding  a  heart  thus 
tenderly  endeared  ■? 

Supported: 
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Supported  by  mutual  affurances  of  each 
other's  attachment,  let  us  often  anticipate 
that  blilsful  day,  when  patience  fhall  be 
rewarded  with  tranfport,  and  peace  exalted 
to  happinefs.  My  abfent,  yet  ever  prefent 
Love,  adieu  !  Continue  ta  repeat  to  me 
the  delightful  affurance,  that  you  love  me 
fincerely — that  you  will  love  me  always* 
It  is  the  mod  invaluable  of  all  truths  to 
your  faithful,  grateful,  and  admiring 

George  Rivers. 


LETTER   IL 

The  flight  fever  which  prevented  me 
from  writing  laft  port,  was  occalioned  by 
the  violence  of  my  efforts,  to  conceal  from 
you  that  anguifh  which  almoft  overcame 
my  refolution,  at  the  cruel  moment  of  our 
feparation. — Julia!  you  are  my  fuperior  in 
every  thing ;  even  in  that  fortitude  which 
©ur  fex  arrogantly  claim  as  their  own. 

O  3  Denied^ 
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Denied  the  pleafure  of  beholding  you,, 
your  letters  were  my  whole  comfort.  While, 
I  eagerly  perufed  every  delightful  fentence, 
they  infenfibly  transferred  the  throbbing  of 
my  head  to  my  heart.  There*  it  was  pain — 
here,  it  is  tranfport! — Deareft  Julia!  what 
can  I  not  endure  with  refolution,  while 
iupportad  by  the  afiurance  of  your  tender 
affe&ion  ? 

I  am  now  free  from  every  complaint, 
except  fuch  as  are  neceffarily  occafioned  by 
your  abfence.  Such  may  be  quieted,  but 
cannot  be  eradicated. — Yet,  fhould  you 
tire  of  hearing  them,  to  effe&  my  cure, 
you  have  only  to  fay, — '  I  love  you  no 
•  longer/ 

i  I  love  you  no  longer  \ — Heavens!  my 
Julia !  how  I  fhudder  at  the  bare  idea  of 
fuch  mifery  !  Let  me  flee  from  it,  as  from 
the  worft  of  evils. 

«  Love 
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Love  lias  been  faid  to  give  courage  to 
she  fearful ;  I  have  not  found  it  fo.  When 
I  reflect  on  the  number  of  miles  that  now 
divide  us,  fear  affumes  every  fhape  of 
danger  to  torment  me.  Oh  Julia !  my 
heart  dies  within  me,  when  1  think  what 
ravages,  time,  abfence,  ficknefs,  and  death, 
make  in  human  affairs.  Againft  the  in- 
fluence of  the  two  former,  I  trufl  we  are 
both  proof;  but,  what  human  {kill  can  de- 
fend us  from  the  ailaults  of  the  latter  ? 

And  is  this  the  office  of  Reafon,  to  de- 
prive us  of  prefent  comfort,  and  fubftitute 
in  its  place,  vain  and  criminal  apprehen- 
fion  ?  Surely  no,  Rather  let  me  believe 
that  1  liften  to  her  di&ates,  when  fome- 
thing  whifpers  me — yet  a  year,  or  two 
years  more,  and  the  fame  cares  fhall  oc- 
cupy, the  fame  pleafures  delight,  the  fame 
roof  proted  two  Lovers,  who  will  know 
no  care,  no  pleafure,  but  that  of  making 
each  other  happy. 

But 
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Bat  believe  me,  tho*  love  has  foftened,  it 
has  not  enervated  my  mind.  On  the  con- 
trary, 1  purfue  every  plan  likely  to  promote 
my  future  advancement,  with  unaccuftom- 
ed  alacrity.  It  were  ftrange  indeed  if  my 
activity  could  fieep,  while  a  future  inde- 
pendence, in  which  you  are  to  (hare,  is 
my  objeSt  ;  or  if  my  ambition  could  re- 
main unmoved  with  the  hope  of  that  fame, 
which  might  one  day  foothe  the  ear  of  my 
Love  ! 

In  continuation. 
I  was  interrupted  whilft  writing  to  you> 
by  the  only  perfon  on  earth  I  could  for- 
give for  fuch  an  intrufion.  My  furprife 
indeed  could  only  be  equalled  by  my  plea- 
fure,  when  my  door  opened,  and  Harry 
Stanley  flew  to  embrace  me.  At  the  time  I 
left  England,  his  regiment  was  ordered  for 
the  Eaft  Indies,  and  I  had  not  learned  the 
change  made  in  its  deftination,  which  will 
be  productive  of  fo  much.fatisfa£tion  to  me. 

We 


MISS    GREVILLE.      165 

We  have  been  long  and  intimately  ac- 
quainted. His  character  is  that  of  a  man 
of  fenfe,  honour,  and  fpirit  ;  but  the  moll: 
confpicuous  of  all  his  good  qualities,  is 
that  humanity  which  is  ever  conne&ed 
with  true  courage,  and  adds  peculiar  luftre 
to  the  profefllon  of  armi. 

In  his  bread  I  can  confide  every  thought 
of  mine.  He  is  well  qualified  to  fhare  in 
all  my  anxieties,  by  an  attachment  to  a 
young  Lady,  of  whofe  fentiments  he  is 
ftill  ignorant,  and  from  whom,  want  of 
fortune  has  neceffarily  feparated  him.  You 
may  believe  the  fociety  of  fuch  a  friend 
mult  be  an  invaluable  acquifition,  at  a  time 
when  I  am  forced  to  forego  the  charms  of 
•your  convention. 

This  morning  your  letter  reached  me— 
the  firft  of  your's  that  ever  gave  me  pain ! 
The  moment  1  broke  the  feal,  my  eye 
caught  the  dreaded  name  of  Melvill;  my 

blood 
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blood  grew  chill,  and  my  heart  throbbed 
with  apprehenfion.  On  your  fidelity,  my 
only  Love!  my  reliance  is  unfhaken,  as  my 
truft  in  Heaven !  But  you  know  not — Oh 
Julia!  you  can  never  know — the  thoufand 
pangs  connected  with  the  name  of  Rival! 
What  will  not  love,  merit,  and  perfever- 
ance  effc& ! — But  begone,  tormenting  un- 
worthy fears !  ye  have  Melvill  only  for 
your  object : — Do  not  my  hopes  reft  on 
Julia  Greville  ? 

Your  letters  are  my  only  comforters : 
You  know  not  how  efficacious  is  the  bslm 
they  beftow.  I  fear  to  tell  you  how  wel- 
come, how  ineftimable  they  are  to  me, 
left  you  fhould  be  tempted  to  facrifice  your 
duty  to  my  indulgence.  Heaven  knows, 
I  wife  it  not  to  cofne  in  competition  with 
the  comfort  of  your  amiable  affii&ed 
mother,  whofe  whole  confolation  flows 
from  your  tendernefs  :  I  never  wifh  to  fee 
fche  ties  of  love  weaken  thofe  of  kindred 

or 
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or  friendfhip,  in  that  gentle  bofom  where 
every  virtue  refides. 

I  am  diffatisfied  with  myfelf,  for  hav- 
ing allowed  ten  days  to  elapfe  without 
writing  to  you.  It  was  not  like  the 
friend,  the  lover  whom  your  fancy  has 
pictured  all  kindnefs  and  unceafing  atten- 
tion to  your  happinefs ;  and  who  ought  to 
have  broke  through  all  the  obftacles  fatigue 
and  duty  threw  in  his  way,  rather  than 
difappoint  one  expedation  of  that  hearty 
which  he  knows  by  his  own,  cherifhes  them 
with  a  fondnefs  that  cannot  be  defcribed. 

But  let  me  not  wound  the  bofom  of  my 
Love,  by  thus  accufing  myfelf.  Rather  let 
me  lpfe  the  remembrance  of  my  fault,  in 
that  heavenly  complacency  I  feel  in  the 
confeioufnefs  of  being  able  to  give  her 
pleafure. 

Tour 
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Your  love,  my  Julia !  not  only  ihakes 
all  my  happinefs;  but,  by  giving  me  dignity 
in  my  own  eyes,  will  defend  me  from  every 
mean,  every  culpable  aftion. — O  it  will 
do  infinitely  more !  it  will  teach  me  to  de- 
ferve  you ;  it  will  raife  me  to  honour,  by 
infpiring  me  with  virtue. 

Can  we  doubt,  my  amiable  friend,  that" 
one  great  purpofe  of  the  God  of  nature, 
in  transfufing  through  the  human  breaft 
fuch  tendernefs  as  we  cherifh  for  each 
other,  is  to  increafe  our  deteftation  of 
what  is  bafe  and  unworthy,  and  to  animate 
our  purfuit  of  what  is  laudable  and  ex- 
cellent ? 

As  in  the  prefence  of  a  beloved  friend, 
to  whom  we  unbofom  ourfelves  without 
referve,  fecure  that  none  of  our  affairs  are 
uninterefting  to  him,  the  day  infenfibly 
paffes  away,  and  we  behold  the  approach 
of  evening  with  equal  furprife  and  regret;— 

fo, 
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fo,  in  convening  by  my  pen,  with  the  mod 
beloved  of  all  friends,  I  forget  the  num- 
ber of  lines  I  have  written,  till  as  now  my 
paper  warns  me   to  fay  adieu.     Julia  !  in 
a  few  weeks,  your  dear  hand  will  unfold 
this  letter,  your  eyes  trace  the  lines  I  ain 
now  writing,  and  your  faithful  heart  fym- 
pathize  in  the  tender  emotions  of  mine. — * 
Oh !  could  I  too  hope  in  fo  fhort  a  ipace 
to  behold  thee,  lovelieft,  bed  of  women  I 
how  would  that  profpeft  diffipate  in  a  mo- 
ment, the  gloom  which  now  takes  pofTef- 
fion  of  my  mind ! 

Let  me  conclude  with  a  fentence  front 
Terence,  which  I  have  juft  been  reading. 
It  breathes  the  language  of  Nature,  the 
language  of  my  heart,  to  which  I  truft 
every  feeling  of  your's  is  refponfive. 

*  Continue  to  love  me,  by  day  and  by 
6  night,  think  of  me.  dream  of  me, 
*  wifh  for  me,  expeQ:  me,  delight  in  me, 

Vol.  I;  p  <  b§ 
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€  be  wholly  with  me;  in  fhort,  be  my  very 
•  foul,  as  I  am  your's  \\ 


LETTER    III. 

Immediately  after  difpatching  my  laft, 
I  was  obliged  to  attend  a  public  meeting 
with  fome  brother  officers. 

There  I  received  your  thrice  welcome 
letter  ;  but  afraid  that  my  agitation  might 
betray  me,  I  dared  not  truft  myfelf  to  read 
it  in  their  prefence.  Their  converfation, 
at  no  time  very  interefting,  became  in- 
tolerably irkfome.  I  found  a  pretence  to 
retire;  and  now  fliut  up  in  my  apartment, 
fecure  from  every  interruption,  my  whole 
foul  diffolves  in  tendernefs  at  the  melting 
expreffions  of  your's.  Julia  !  light  and 
joy  of  my  life  !  whofe  peace  to  me  is  hap- 
pinefs!  why  fhould  I  vainly  attempt  de- 
scribing to  you,  what  I  felt,  while  allured 
by  you  that  my  letter  had  difpelled  the 

gloomy 
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gloomy  apprehenfions  with  which  you  were 
overwhelmed  on  my  account,  and  had  re- 
ftored  peace  and  comfort  to  your  dear 
bofom?  Search  there,  my  Love!  Recollect 
the  delight  with  which  the  happinefs  of 
your  Rivers  has  expanded  it,  and  you 
will  find  the  only  image  that  can  juflly  ex- 
prefs  the  feelings  of  mine. 

How  affe&ing  is  the  concern  you  ex- 
prefs  for  my  fafety,  and  how  unworthy 
were  I  of  your  folicitude,  were  I  not  grate- 
ful for  that  affe&ion  from  which  it  origi- 
nates, and  attentive  even  to  your  flighted 
wifli! 

You  reproach  me  with  being  rafli,  and 
expofmg  myfelf  to  unneceffary  danger. 
Be  affured  this  is  not  the  cafe.  The  fame 
honour  that  leads  me  to  embrace  every 
occafion  of  juftifying  your  partiality,  by 
discharging  my  duty,  commands  me  to 
guard  a  life  which  derives  its  value  from 
P  2  your 
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your  affe&ion,  and  its  happinefs  from  the 
hope  of  one  day  contributing  to  your's. 
Julia !  can  this  tranfporting  hope  fail  to 
animate  me  with  the  defire  of  rifing  by 
merit  to  diftin&ion  ? 

Bamfh,  I  conjure  you,  all  unneceffary 
fears  for  my  fafety,  and  oh  be  greatly  care- 
ful of  your  own  !  Think  it  is  the  whole 
happinefs- — the  life  of  your  Rivers,  that 
he  himfelf  entreats  you  to  pf  eferve. 

What  ftrange  transformations  does  love 
produce!  Wealth,  fo  long  defpifed,  is  now 
become  the  objeft  of  my  conflant  purfuit* 
And  why  fliould  it  not  befo?  Wealth,  when 
employed  in  adminiftring  to  the  comfort 
of  the  indigent,  and  encouragement  of  the 
induftrious,  may  be  defired  without  avarice, 
and  enjoyed  with  innocence.  But  fhould 
Heaven  deny  us  the  power  which  affluence 
fupplies,  we  will  feel,  that  a  fmcere  wifh 
to  do  good,  accompanied  with  a  prudent 
#  ceconomv^ 
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ceconomy,  will  enable  us  to  be  liberal  and 
beneficent,  even  with  a  contra&ed  fortune. 

In  one  wifti  may  I  be  indulged,  which 
rifes  fpontaneoufly,  which  glows  ardently, 
which  will  not  be  repreffcd  ;  that  of  foon, 
very  foon,  being  reitored  to  my  friends, 
my  country — and,  oh!  far  dearer  than  all, 
to  my  tenderly  beloved  Julia! 


LETTER    IV. 

It  is  midnight  ;--filence  and  fieep  reign 
around  me.     The  intruiive  cares  of  the 
day   no  longer  force   my  mind  from  the 
dear  objedt  of  its  fondeft  hopes,  nor  inter- 
rupt an  ideal  intercourie,  which  now,  alas! 
forms  all  my  enjoyment.     Still,  ftill  1  fee, 
I  liften  to  my   Julia ; — ftill  gaze  on  the 
mild  luftre  of  her  eyes;  their  gentle  beams 
ftill  penetrate  my  inmolt  foul,  and  convey 
to  my  heart  thofe  expreflions  of  tendernefs 
which  no  eloquence  can  deicribe.     But, 
P  3  alas! 
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alas!  this  fweet  illufion  is  of  lhort  dura~ 
tion.  Imagination  foon  yields  to  the  do- 
minion of  fenfe,  and  leaves  me  with  an- 
'guifh  to  perceive,  that  I  am  alone,  and 
far.  diftant  from  her  in  whofe  fociety  I 
look  for  all  the  happinefs  I  hope  to  enjoy 
in  this  world  j  and  without  whofe  partici- 
pation, I  can  fcarce  form  an  idea  of  feli- 
city in  the  next. 

Nor  is  it  only  in  the  hours  of  folitude 
that  Fancy  prefents  me  with  the  image  of 
my  Love.  You  are  not  only  my  earlieft 
and  my  lateft  thought,  but  you  accom- 
pany me  through  every  period  of  the  day; 
and  every  incident  that  occurs,  infenfibly 
leads  me  to  think  of  you. 

If  I  am  exhaufted  with  toil,  I  confider 
it  as  a  flight  tribute  that  mud  be  paid  for 
the  happinefs  to  which  all  my  hopes  are 
pointed.  If  I  am  in  company  with  women 
uncommonly  amiable  and  accompliflied,  I 

exult 
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exult  in  the  fuperiority  of  my  Julia.  If  at 
any  time  I  am  treated  with  attention  and 
refpeft,  I  regret  that  (lie  is  not  prefent,  to 
enjoy  my  importance.  If  I  perceive  any 
marks  of  negled  in  thofe  I  converfe  with, 
I  think  of  her  ineftimable  affeftion,  and 
from  the  height  to  which  that  has  raifed 
me,  I  look  down  on  them,  not  Yvrith  indig- 
nation, but  contempt.  I  fee — I  hear— I 
enjoy  but  for  you.  Whatever  is  endear- 
ing in  fociety,  facred  in  retirement,  im- 
proving in  fcience,  ennobling  in  virtue* 
all,  all  I  drive  to  treafure  up,  in  the  hope 
of  one  day  rendering  myfelf  more  worthy 
of  the  beft  of  Heaven's  bleffings,  you? 
gentle,  your  faithful  heart. 

Mine  bleeds  for  the  forrows  that  prey 
on  the  peace  of  its  deareft  partner.  Rely 
on  all  the  relief  which  fympathy  and 
boundlefs  affection  can  fupply  ;  and  look 
forward  to  that  period,  when  you  fhall 
forget  the  harfh  unkindnefs  of  a  father* 

m 
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in  the  tendernefs  of  a  grateful  affe&ionate 
hufband. 


The  fhip  which  is  to  convey  this,  is  al~ 
ready  under  fail :  joy  fits  fmilifig  on  every 
countenance.  How  I  envy  their  lot,  who 
are  permitted  to  revifit  thofe  they  love ! 

Oh,  Juliet!  how  long  {hall  my  heart 
ficken  with  that  expe&ation  !  How  long 
{hall  it  be,  ere  you  fhall  be  reftored  to  the 
fondeft  of  all  lovers — the  faithfulleft  of  all 
friends ! 

George  Rivers* 


LETTER    V. 

At  length,  mod  beloved  of  my  foul ! 
the  object  fo  anxioufly,  fo  ardently  de- 
fired,  appears  in  view  ;  and  Heaven,  that 
witneffes  the  fincerity  of  my  affection,  gives 
me  the  near  profped  of  that  independence, 

which* 
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which,  by  fharing  with  you,  cannot  iaii  to 
confer  happinefs  on  your  Rivers. 

Judge  with  what  tranfport  I  received  this 

morning,  from  the  hands  of  Lord  M *, 

a  Colonel's  commiffion,  which  he  gene* 
roufly  termed  the  reward  of  valour  ;  but 
which  I  could  hardly  have  deferved,  for 
endeavouring  to  difcharge  my  duty. 

O  Julia  !  on  this  occafion,  how  fenfibly 
do  I  feel  the  difintereftednefs  of  that  en-, 
nobling  fentimen,t  which  poffeffes  my  whole 
foul !  It  is  for 'you— for  you  alone,  I  a- 
fpire  to  diftin&ion,  and  covet  independ- 
ence; nor  would  I  wiih  to  obtain  either, 
but  by  means  of  that  merit  which  might 
juftify  your  preference,  and  my  afpiring 
hopes. 

Already  a  thoufand  fmiling  images—- 
a  thoufand  fcenes  of  happinefs   and  joy 
prefeut  theinfeives  to  my  glowing  imagin- 
ation* 
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ationr  Already,  the  feas  that  divide  u&, 
are  paffed.  Already,  I  am  in  England. 
I  behold  my  Julia,  and  read  in  her  intelli- 
gent eyes,  that  her  heart  fympathizes  in 
every  delightful  emotion  I  experience. 

Deareft  object  of  my  higheft,  mod  con- 
firmed efteem,  as  well  as  of  my  whole 
fond  affection  !  what  pleafure  can  fame, 
wealth,  honour  confer,  compared  with  that 
which  every  approving  word  of  your's 
infufes  into  my  grateful  heart  ? 

To-morrow,  the  laft  month  of  that  win- 
ter commences,  which  appeared  fo  formi- 
dable in  profpe£t.  Thus,  imperceptibly, 
fhall  the  feveral  portions  of  time  pafs  a- 
way,  that  muft  ftill  divide  me  from  my 
Love  ;  whilft  every  refilefs  wifli,  and  fickly 
hope,  and  anxious  care,  fhall  ferve,  by 
conrraft,  to  heighten  the  tranfport  of  mu- 
tual love,  and  boundlefs  confidence. 


It 
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It  is  thus  I  drive  to  foothe  thofe  ap- 
prehenfions,  which,  in  fpite  of  me,  are 
for  ever  fpringing  up  in  my  heart.  Oh 
Julia  !  pity  its  divided  feelings,  and  try 
to  render  them  more  fubmiflive  to  reafon, 
more  confident  with  each  other.  By  your 
example,  teach  me  fortitude,  and  banifh 
my  anxieties  by  your  tendernefs. 

You  fay,  c  Let  me  live  in  your  memory/ 
My  admired  miftrefs !  my  chofen  friend! 
you  live  in  my  heart — you  will  ever  live 
there. 

Should  Heaven  unite  our  fates  as  clofe- 
ly  as  our  affedtions,  ten  thoufand  proofs 
will  convince  you,  that  you  are  the  deareft 
of  all  human  beings  to  your  faithful  and 
devoted 

George  Rivers. 


LET 


1 
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LETTER    XXIV. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Qrevilk. 

London. 

COULD  my  Julia  behold  the  tears  with 
which  her  laft  letter  is  bedewed,  fhe  would 
then  judge  of  the  tendernefs  of  that  fym-< 
pat hy,  which  her  misfortunes  have  awaken- 
ed in  the  bofom  of  her  friend. 

O  why  is  pity  all  we  have  to  beftow  on 
affliftion, — why  is  it  fo  unavailing  towards 
the  relief  of  thofe  we  love  ? 

At  this  moment  my  heart  overflows  with 
grief  and  companion ;  yet  I  am  unable  to 
fuggeft  one  word  of  comfort  to  you.  I 
am  bewildered  in  a  variety  of  conjectures, 
and  know  not  what  to  think,  I  fear  to 
flatter  you  with  hopes,  the  difappointment 
of  which  may  prove  deflru&ive  of  that 
peace  you  fo  ardently  wifh  to  regain ;  and 

tremble 
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tremble  alike  at  the  idea  of  being  unjufl 
to  Rivers,  and  unkind  to  you. 

Ah  Julia !  is  it  then  poffible  that  two 
fliort  years  (hould  produce  fo  aftonifhing  a 
change,  in  the  fentiments  of  a  heart  fo  un- 
corrupted  ?  Is  it  poffible,  at  fo  early  an  age, 
that  the  human  chara&er  can  be  envelop- 
ed with  fuch  deep  difguifes  ?  Or  could  the 
tender,  paffionate,  generous  Rivers,  in  one 
moment,  forget  all  ties  human  and  divine, 
renounce  his  vows,  forfeit  his  honour, 
madly  forego  his  own  happinefs,  and  cruelly 
deltroy  the  peace  of  her,  whofe  whole  en- 
joyment was  derived  from  his  affe&ion  ? 
On  the  other  hand,  to  write  regularly  to 
his  father,  yet  for  two  years  to  omit  an- 
fwering  your  letters ;  to  be  fuccefsful  in 
the  army,  yet  fpurn  that  felicity  to  which 
all  his  hopes  feemed  dire&ed  ;  to  pity, 
and  yet  grieve  you  ;  to  love,  and  yet  in- 
jure you  ;  to  admire,  efteem,  adore,  and 
yet  forget  you  ? — * — 

Vol.I.  (^  Julia! 
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Julia!  there  is  no  room  for  doubt.  Rivers 
is  unworthy  of  the  treafure  he  too  long 
poffeffed.  Would  to  Heaven  I  could  frame 
one  excufe  for  a  conduct  fo  inconfiftent, 
or  fave  you  the  anguifli  of  condemning 
him  you  loved  !  But  my  perfect  know- 
ledge of  your  worth,  fo  greatly  aggravates 
his  offences,  that  I  find  this  impracticable. 
What  then  remains,  my  beloved  friend,  but 
to  abandon  him  to  the  confequences  of  his 
own  folly  and  ingratitude ;  and  quit  for 
ever  a  fubject,  from  which  my  Julia  can 
derive  nothing  but  forrow ;  a  forrow  which 
may  fometimes  be  baniflied,  by  fharing  in 
the  fatisfaftions  of  others ;  but  which  can 
neither  be  alleviated  by  reflection,  nor 
foothed  by  hope  ? 

How  various  are  the  pangs  that  pierce 
the  human  heart !  how  neceffary  the  con« 
vidtion  that  a  future  (late  of  perfection 
and  felicity  awaits  us,  when  all  the  feem- 
ing  diforders  of  this  fliall  be  rectified  I 
d*  .    Were 
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Were  our  trials  here  to  arife  folely  from 
our  own  errors  or  vices,  one  fhould  ima- 
gine that  we  might  fubmit  with  patience 
to  the  penalties  we  have  voluntarily  in- 
curred. But  when  our  keeneft  fufferings 
proceed  from  ,the  indulgence  of  our  moil 
virtuous  affe&ions,  what  can  fuftain  us  in 
the  dreadful  conflict,  but  the  ftedfaft  con- 
viction, that  thefe,  by  conftituting  our  ne- 
ceffary  difcipline,  will  iffue  in  our  everlaft- 
ing  happinefs  ?  , 

May  the  calm  fatisfa£tion  of  confcious 
rectitude,  fupport  you  under  all  the  calami- 
ties of  this  life ;  and  may  you,  frequently 
enabled  to  look  beyond  it,  anticipate  that 
glorious  reward  which  awaits  you  in  a  bet- 
ter.—I  am,  with  ever-increafing  efteem, 


Your  affe£tionate  friend 


Maria  Hereert. 


Q^z  .        LET- 
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LETTER     XXV. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

Harvvcoct. 

There  is  no  fituation,  my  beloved  Maria, 
in  which  the  human  heart  does  not  derive 
relief  from  fympathy.  Your's  is  foothing 
to  mine ;  yet  I  fear  I  am  not  fufficiently 
grateful,  fufficiently  fenfible  of  the  value 
cf  your  ineftimable  friendfliip.  Ah  my 
friend !  could  the  convidion  of  the  under- 
ftanding  filence  the  murmurs  of  the  heart, 
my  days  would  not  be  clouded  with  for- 
row,  nor  my  refk&ions  embittered  by  vain, 
perhaps  criminal  regrets.  I  fhould  then 
confider  as  a  bleffing,  what  I  have  hither- 
to regarded  as  the  heavieft  calamity  ;  and 
fee  the  fecret  hand  of  Providence  refecting 
ine  from  mifefy,  and  reftoring  me  to  fafety, 
by  the  difappointment  of  my  fondefl,  but 
prefumptuous  wifhes; 

Alas 
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Alas  Maria !  why  cannot  I  feel,  as  well 
as  reafon  aright?  why  fhould  I  cherifh  re- 
gret in  that  b'ofom  where  hope  no  longer 
refides  ?  why  fhould  I  fondly  dwell  on  the 
remembrance  of  happinefs^  which  (hall  no 
more  return  ;  or  continue  to  think  with 
tendernefs,  of  a  man  who  has  cruelly  a* 
bandoned  me — who  will  never,  never  think 
of  me  more  ?  Yes,  my  kindeft  friend,  my 
wifefl  counfellor,  yes,  I  will  follow  your 
advice  ;  I  will  6  abandon  him  to  the  con- 
6  fequences  of  his  own   ingratitude;  and 

*  quit  for    ever  a  fubjefl:,  from  which  I 

*  can  indeed  derive  nothing  but  forrow/ 

Lafl  night  I  vifited  your  favourite  Grove* 
Defolate,  folitaryj  its  feathered  inhabitants 
ail  banifhed  by  the  tempeft  which  howled 
round  my  head,  and  ftrewed  my  path  with 
leaves;  the  melancholy  fcene  had  ftill 
charms  for  me  ;  it  accorded  with  the  tone 
of  my  mind,  and  favoured  the  train  of 
my  folemn  reflections. 

Q  3  Bu£ 
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But  a  few  weeks  are  paft,  fmce  your  feet 
bad  troden  the  fame  path,  your  eyes  be- 
held the  fame  obje&s,  and  your  heart  melt- 
ed with  the  fame  delightful  tendernefs,  with 
which  I  then  thought  of  my  abfent  friend. 

•  How  foothing,  Maria,  is  that  fecret,  filent 
intercourfe,  to  which  an  attachment  like 
cur's  gives  birth ! 

Often  have  you  feen  the  clouds  of  care 
and  forrow  difperfe  from  the  brow  of  your 
Julia,  as  you  liftened  to  the  recital  of  her 
peculiar  griefs,  and  in  fighs  expreffed  that 
pity  which  was  all  the  painful  fubje£l  could 
admit  of.  Often  has  your  prefence  diffuied 
a  gleam  of  funfhine  through  her  foul,  and 
banifhed  a  while  thofe  vexing  inquietudes 
that  preyed  upon  her  heart.  You  have  feen 
this ;  and  oh  !  how  fweet  muft  the  convic- 
tion have  proved,  that  you  was  pouring 
balm  into  my  wounded  bofom  ! 

Thofe 
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Thofe  bilfsful  moments  are  part  ;  but 
affuredly  they  {hall  return.  Yes,  Maria, 
they  fhall  return,  and  I  (hall  yet  tafte  the 
reward  of  doing  my  duty,  in  the  approba- 
tion of  her  who  wiil  never  regard  my  actions 
through  any  other  medium,  than  that 
which  truth  and  tendemefs  fuppiy. 

My  mother  came  this  moment  into  my 
apartment,  and  folding  me  in  her  arms, 
gave  vent  to  the  oppreffive  forrows  of  her 
heart.     fi  Julia,'  faid  (he,  6  you  muft  fup- 

*  port  me;  you  are  indeed  my  only  earth- 
c  ly   comfort.     I  tenderly  love,  I  revere 

*  my  child,  for  that  patient  fubmiffion* 
c  with  which  you  bow  under  the  rod  of 
c  your  Heavenly  Father,  who  fuftains  whilft 
c  he  chaftens,  and  will  never  fuffer  us  to 
c  fink  under  the  weight  of  neceffary  cor- 
4  redtion. 

c  O,  my  child,  that  I  could  imitate  yow£ 

*  who  ought  to  have  fet  you  an  example ! 

«  But, 
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€  But,  harraffed  for  fo  many  years  with  con- 
c  ftant  diftrefs,  and  worn  out  with  repeat-' 
c  ed  unkindnefs,  my  refolution  fails ;  my 
6  conftitution  is  broken  under  the  weight 
€  of  my  misfortunes,  and  my  hope  of 
€  better  days  has  been  fa  long  delayed, 
*  that  my  heart  is  fick— yes,  Julia!  fick 
6  to  death.' 

Maria !  think  what  I  felt  on  hearing 
thefe  words  from  the  lips  of  a  mother. 
Yes,  by  the  aid  of  Heaven,  1  will  comfort, 
I  will  fuftain,  I  will  never,  never  grieve  her! 
The  thought  of  living  to  fupport  my  re- 
vered parent,  infpires  new  ftrength  into 
my  deje&ed  foul  If  I  can  no  longer  hope 
for  happinefs  myfelf,  I  thank  God  I  may 
yet  contribute  to  the  relief,  the  happinefs 
of  others.  It  is  thus  that  the  Almighty 
infufes  into  the  bitter  cup  of  adverfity, 
thofe  falutary  ingredients  that  prove  it  to 
be  the  gift  of  a  Father,  not  impofed  in 
•wrath,  but  proffered  in  mercy. 

Continue 
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Continue  to  fupport  my  refolutions  by 
your  approbation,   Write  often,  and  think 
nothing  in  which  you  are  concerned,  either 
unimportant,  or  uninterefting,  to 
Your  faithful  friend, 

Julia  Greville. 


LETTER   XXVI. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  Greville. 

London. 

My  deareft  Julia!  we  all  experience,  that 
the  human  mind  is  fo  conftituted,  that 
in  fpite  of  extreme  inward  forrow,  out- 
ward objects  necefTarily  engage  our  atten- 
tion ;  and  if  they  are  new,  for  a  while  at 
lead  diffipate  our  thoughts. 

In  the  hope  of  diverting  your*s  from 
the  painful  fubjefts  on  which  they  are  too 
prone  to  dwell,  1  (hall  give  you  an  account 
of  my  lail  week's  1  ambles, 

Having 
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Having   received   a   preffing    invitation 

from  Mr ,  to  accompany  him  to  his 

feat  at  Richmond,  my  father,  from  mo- 
tives of  prudence,  accepted,  though  with 
no  fmall  reluctance ;  and  laft  Monday,  car- 
ried my  lifter  and  me,  to  partake  in  the 
elegant  pleafures  of  a  table  groaning  un- 
der the  weight  of  vi&uals,  which  made 
their  appearance  like  his  Majefty's  life- 
guards, only  to  be  looked  at :  to  drag 
cur  weary  limbs  through  the  bewildering 

mazes  of  the  tortured  fpot  which  Mr 

calls  his  garden:  to  wonder  at  the  willows, 
which  torn  from  the  fide  of  their  native 
Thames,  now  weep  (as  well  they  may) 
over  a  legion  of  croaking  frogs  in  a  dirty 
pond,  whofe  fcanty  fprings  fcarce  afford 
water  to  cover  them  :  and  to  admire  the 
ingenuity  of  this  rich  relation,  who  has 
contrived,  at  an  immenfe  expence,  to  ex- 
clude the  profped  of  the  Thames,  by  e- 
recling  a  huge  obfervatory  ;  to  ihut  out 
Richmond  hill,  by  railing  a  bank  to  keep 

in 
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in  the  water  ;  and  by  every  whim  which 
folly  could  fuggeft,  and  wealth  gratify,  to 
render  one  of  the  fweeteft  fpots  in  the 
world,  deteftable. 

Perhaps  it  is  rather  a  misfortune  for 
thofe  whofe  lot  Providence  hath  afligned 
among  the  bufy  and  a&ive,  rather  than 
the  refined  and  fpeculative,  to  have  con- 
verfed  only  with  people  of  cultivated 
minds,  and  elegant  manners. 

Such  perfons  are  fubje&ed,  by  their  re- 
finement, to  conftant  difguft;  and  are  too 
apt  to  overlook  the  kind  affe&ions  of  the 
heart,  when  unaccompanied  with  polite 
manners,  and  an  improved  underftanding. 

I  was  both  furprifed  and  fhocked  with 
the  behaviour  of  my  city  relations.  Their 
extravagant  mirth  (truck  me  dumb.  I  was 
terrified  at  their  wit,  overwhelmed  with 
their  breeding,  aftonifhed  at  their  ignor- 
ance, 
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&nce,  and  fick  with  their  vulgarity.  But 
though  forcibly  (truck  with  the  difference 
between  Mr  — rs  family,  and  thofe  friends 
with  whom  I  am  accuftomed  to  converfe, 
the  difguft  and  contempt  excited  by  low 
breeding,  was  fuppreffed  by  that  gratitude 
which  kindnefs  and  hofpitality  awakened. 

When  we  difcover  real  beauties  in  a 
piece,  we  ought  to  turn  our  eyes  from  its 
blemifhes  ;  and  when  we  are  affured  the 
heart  is  good,  we  ought  readily  to  over- 
look what  is  merely  the  defect  of  the  head. 

Of  all  the  fcenes  lately  prefented  to  my 
view,  none  has  afforded  me  fo  much  plea- 
fure  as  Windfor  foreft.  Is  it  that  its  wild 
beauties  referable  thofe  favourite  fcenes  I 
have  fo  lately  quitted,  or  that  the  unex- 
pected appearance  of  fuch  rural  objects, 
amidft  a  country  fo  populous  and  culti- 
vated, (truck  my  imagination  with  pecu- 
liar force?  Certain  it  is,  whilft  1  wandered 

in 
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in  this  enchanting  folitude,  whilft  I  re- 
flected that  every  ftep  I  trode  was  on  claf- 
fic  ground,  I  felt  myfelf  infpired  with  that 
foft,  that  c  divined  melancholy/  which 
wraps  the  foul  in  a  fweet  delirium,  and 
feema  to  raife  it  above  mortality. 

On  my  return,  I  waited  on  Mrs  Sedley 
at  Richmond.  What  a  linking  proof  does 
fhe  exhibit  of  the  infufficiency  of  wrealth 
to  procure  happinefs— nay  of  its  frequent 
tendency  to  deftroy  it,  fince  there  cannot 
be  a  greater  misfortune  than  to  have  all 
our  wants  fupplied,  without  exerting  either 
our  own  talents  or  induftry. 

I  perfuaded  her  to  take  an  airing  laft 
night ;  but  could  not  prevail  with  her  to 
join  our  party  on  the  water :  The  damps 
would  give  her  a  fore  throat ;  the  heat, 
a  fever  ;  a  fudden  fquall  mightoverfet  the 
boat ;  and  at  any  rate,  fhe  would  expire 
with  fear. 

Vol.  I.  R  Thus 
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Thus  determined  on  death  and  deftruc- 
iion,  it  was  in  vain  to  difpute  the  matter. 
The  meadows  of  Ham  and  Twicknam 
were  delightfully  verdant;  but  how  lifelefs 
are  thofe  pleafures  in  which  no  one  feel- 
ingly partakes  with  us  ?  It  is  fympathy 
that  redoubles  all  our  enjoyments. 

We  drove  through  part  of  that  wood, 
c  which  nodding  hangs  o'er  Harrington's 
6  retreat/  which  is  fragrant  with  eglantine 
and  rofes,  and  appears  as  wild  as  that  at 
Harwood. 

Your  favourite  bard  lies  buried  amidfl 
thofe  charming  fcenes,  which  his  pen  has 
rendered  ftill  more  charming  \  and  they 
muft  neither  be  lovers  of  nature,  friends 
to  virtue,  nor  votaries  of  the  mufes, — in 
fhort,  they  muft  be  abfolute  flrangers  to  the 
feelings  of  a  Julia  Greville,  who  can  pafs 
the  grave  of  Thomfon  without  a  figh. 


I 
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I  fpent  the  remainder  of  the  evening 
much  to  my  fatisfa&ion.  My  uncle  came 
in,  and  found  my  father  feated  in  his  el- 
bow chair,  liftening  with  kind  compla- 
cency, to  a  fong  which  he  had  juft  de- 
clared I"  fung  better  than  his  favourite 
Gabrielli  herfelf.  '  How  like  an  Eaftern 
€  Monarch  he  looks  !'  cried  my  uncle. 
4  I  am  indeed  enjoying  the  higheft  luxury 
c  this  world  now  affords  me/  replied  this 
fond  parent,  with  an  emphafis  that  at 
once  fwelled  and  melted  my  heart,  O  my 
friend  !  how  bleft  am  I  in  being  able  to 
give  him  pleafure!  and  how  great  is  that 
I  experience,  in  felecting  thofe  tender  airs 
that  I  know  are  agreeable  to  his  tafte,  and 
particularly  thofe  which  my  dear  mother 
ufed  to  fing  ;  and  in  driving,  by  all  the 
little  arts  I  poffefs,  to  banifli  at  times  the 
remembrance  of  that  loved  lamented  wife, 
and  after  the  toils  of  public  bufinefs,  like 
her,  to  welcome  him  with  fmiles,  back  to 
his  quiet  home  ! 

R  2  But 
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But  this  theme,  my  Julia,  though  de- 
lightful to  me,  is  unhealthful  to  your 
peace.  Wherefore  I  fhall  bid  it,  and  my 
beloved  friend,  adieu. 

Maria  Herbert* 


LETTER    XXVIL 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen- Maria  Stanley,  \ 

My  dear  Aunt,  London* 

As  the  people  with  whom  you  affociate* 
are  in  general  pofleffed  of  affluent  for- 
tunes, I  think  you  might  render  an  im- 
portant feryice  to  fociety,  could  you  inter- 
eft  them  in  a  fcheme  which  has  long  oc- 
cupied my  thoughts,  and  which  was  firft 
fuggefted  to  them  by  the  following  cir- 
cumftance ; — 

When  my  father  carried  me  to  vifit  my 
friends  at  S — ,  I  went  one  morning  with 
a  party  of  young  companions,  to  play  ia 

the 


MISS  GREVILLE.       197 

tfie  gardens  belonging  to  the  hofpital. 
Tired  with  romping,  i  threw  myfelf  down 
on  the  grafs,  to  tafte,  at  once,  repofe  and 
coolnefs.  My  enjoyment,  however,  was 
foon  interrupted  by  the  groans  of  a  per- 
fon  in  great  diftrefs.  I  ftarted  up,  and  be- 
held a  woman  clean  and  decently  clothed, 
but  pale  and  emaciated,  fitting  at  the  foot 
of  a  tree,  againft  which  Ihe  leaned  for 
fupport. 

I  approached  her ;  but  fhe  took  no  no- 
tice of  me.  My  companions  began  to 
crowd  around  us  \  their  gaity  feemed  aa 
iniult  on  her  diftrefs.  I  entreated  them 
to  withdraw. 

I  fat  down  by  her,  and  anxioufly  en- 
quired what  was  the  nature  of  her  com- 
plaints ?  She  lifted  up  her  eyes, — the  elo- 
quence of  rnifery  was  in  them.  She  told 
me  (he  had  been  afflicted  for  fever al  years 
with  an  internal  diforder,  attended  with 

R  3  great 
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great  pain  and  weaknefs  ;  that  fhe  had 
been  admitted  into  the  hofpital,  where 
every  remedy  had  been  tried  without  fuc- 
cefs;  and  that  fhe  was  to  be  difmiffed  to- 
morrow as  INCURABLE  ! 

This  laft  word,  and  the  manner  in  which 
ihe  pronounced  it,  pierced  my  heart.  In- 
curable! repeated  I,  what  then  will  become 
of  you  ?  Can  I  do  any  thing  for  you  ?  '  Alas ! 

*  my  dear/  replied  fhe,  *  God  Almighty 
c  alone  can  help  me !  I  am  unable  to  work 
4  for  my  bread;  I  have  neither  the  means 

*  of  fubfiftence,  the  hope  of  recovery,  nor 

*  the  pro.fpe£t  of  fudden  death  to  alleviate 
€  my  m-ifery.'  This  was  the  firft  time  I  had 
heard  death  mentioned  as  an  objedt  of  de- 
Are  ;  I  had  hitherto  confidered  him  as  the 
king  of  terrors,  and  with  equal  pity  and 
aftonifhment  law  him  regarded  as  a  friend. 

I  emptied  my  pockets  of  the  few  half- 
pence they  contained;  promifedto  enquire 

after 
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after  this  unhappy  fufferer  ;  went  home, 
told  my  (lory — fighed  for  her  mifery — » 
and  forgot  her.  I  was  then  under  ten 
years  of  age*  The  number  of  her's  I 
truft  are  long  fince  fummed  up,  and  fhe 
at  reft  in  that  land,  where  there  is  no 
more  c  for  row,  nor  pain    nor  death.5 

But  though  my  companion  was  fufpend- 
ed,  it  was  not  extinguifhed.  It  has  often 
been  awakened  by  people  in  the  fame  de- 
plorable eircumftances.  We  are  famed 
in  England,  for  humanity :  Is  it  not  afto- 
nifhing,  that  amongft  all  our  public  chari- 
ties, there  fhould  be  no  afylum  provided 
for  the  moft  wretched  of  the  human  fpe- 
cies  ?  Hope  is  the  cordial  of  life  :  how 
miferable  mud  be  their  lot  to  whom  c  hope 
4  can  never  come  j*  and  who,  though  the 
vi&ims  of  want,  and  incurable  difeafe3 
cannot  find  the  refuge  of  the  grave ! 
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I  have  often  and  anxioufly  wifhed  to  fee 
fome  plan  concerted  for  their  relief.  Un- 
fortunately thofe  who  are  mod  able  to 
promote  it,  are  farthefl  removed  from 
thofe  fcenes  of  deep  retired  diftrefs,  where 
the  miferable  require  that  aid  they  are  un- 
able to  folicit*  The  feelings  of  mankind 
mult  be  awakened,  in  order  to  ftimulate 
them  to  action.  What  then  muftbe  done? 
Description  muft  be  fubfiituted  in  the  room 
of  obfervation. 

My  dear  Aunt !  do  not  think  me  pre* 
fumptuous,  if  I  venture  to  believe  that 
two  fuch  obfcure  people  as  you  and  I, 
might  with  proper  management,  fet  the 
wheels  in  motion,  which  in  time  might 
complete  the  work. 

I  am  not  of  Voltaire's  opinion,  who  fays, 
c  The  Englifh  refemble  a  barrel  of  ale  ; 
c  the  top  is  all  froth,  the  bottom  dregs, 
*  but  the  middle  excellent/   I  rather  think 

we 
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we  are  like  a  calk  of  wine  when  properly 
refined,  warm,  found,  and  cordial  to  the 
lafl  drop*  But  to  return  to  my  fubje£t. 
— -The  number  of  incurables  is  compara- 
tively  fmall ;  the  diet  they  require,  mode- 
rate ;  the  medical  attendance  they  demand, 
not  frequent,  as  the  advantages  to  be  de- 
rived from  medicinal  aid,  can  only  be  of 
a  palliative  nature,  I  am  perfuaded,  were 
a  fubfcription  fet  a-going,  there  is  hardly 
a  fchool-boy  who  would  not  facrifice  a  pair 
of  filk  (lockings,  or  a  girl  who  would  not 
forego  a  Sunday's  cap,  for  the  pleafure  or 
vanity  of  feeing  their  names  in  the  lift  of 
thofe  who  profefs  to  be  the  friends  of  af- 
fliction. - 

We  have  feveral  fuch  among  the  Great: 
Perhaps  were  the  fcheme  properly  repre- 
fented,  we  might  hope  for  aflifta-nce  evea 
from  the  Sovereign,  who  glories  in  being 
the  Father  of  his  people,  and  whofe  do- 

meftk: 
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meftic  virtues  in  particular,  endear  him  to 
their  hearts. 


Thefe  imperfeQ:  hints  I  fubmit  to  your 
cooler  judgment ;  the  warmth  of  my  heart 
often  raifes  a  mift  before  mine. 

I  am  confcious  many  difficulties  may 
arife  to  oppofe  its  execution  ;  but  if  there 
is  a  poffibility  of  (ucceeding,  let  us  not  be 
difcouraged.  The  feafon  of  a&ion  is  fhort  j 
mere  ipeculation,  vain:  let  us  not  wafte  the 
tranfient  hours  of  life,  in  purfuits  which 
neither  tend  to  our  own  improvement,  nor 
the  benefit  of  others ;  but  rather  wifely 
ftrive  to  fill  it  up  '  with  all  the  virtues  we 
c  can  crowd  into  it.' 

Should  you  begin  to  form  the  fame  opi- 
nion of  me,  that  the  Curate  did  (on  ex- 
amining his  library)  of  his  friend  Don 
Quixote,  even  follow  the  prudent  example 
of  that  honeit  man  ;  throw  this  proof  of 

my 
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my  infanity  into  the  fire  ;  and  inflead  of 
vainly  ftriving  to  reafon  me  out  of  my 
project,  wait  with  patience,  till  a  longer 
acquaintance  with  the  world  (hall  have  con- 
vinced me,  that  the  wind-mills  of  Pleafure, 
the  giant  Intereft,  and  the  enchanter  Indo- 
lence, are  neither  to  be  conquered  nor  ex- 
orciied  by  the  feeble  arm  of  a  Mifs-errant. 
Adieu!  your  affectionate  Niece, 
Maria  Herbert. 


LETTER    XXVIII. 

Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

I  thank  my  kind  Maria,  for  her  well- 
meant  endeavours  to  divert  the  courfe  of 
my  melancholy  refle&ions.  But  misfor- 
tunes prefs  fo  hard  on  every  fide,  that 
I  often  fear  I  fhall  fink  altogether  under 
the  load. 


To 
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To  fubmit,  and  to  exert,  are  two  things 
very  different.  I  humbly  hope,  I  acquiefce 
in  the  will  of  that  Being  who  appoints  all 
our  trials,  from  a  perfect  conviction  of  the 
goodnefs  and  rectitude  by  which  he  pro- 
portions them  to  our  ftrength,  and  intends 
them  for  our  improvement:  But  it  re- 
quires a  force  and  vigour  of  mind  far 
greater  than  I  yet  poflefs,  to  ftruggleagainft 
misfortunes,  which  are  daily  accumulating, 
for  which  I  know  no  remedy,  and  to  which 
I  fee  no  end. 

My  dear  good  mother  is  faft  declining. 
My  unhappy  father's  preffing  demands  feem 
to  render  him  defperate  ;  yet  none  of  the 
plans  of  oeconomy  which  my  mother  pro- 
poses for  retrieving  his  affairs,  meet  with 
his  approbation,  or  even  a  patient  hearing. 
Ah !  why  cannot  I  be  filent  on  this  cruel  fub- 
je£t?  ought  not  the  facred  name  of  Father' 
to  be  refpe&ed  ?  would  to  Heaven,  Maria, 
I  could  feel  either  refped  or  affe&ion  for 

this 
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this  unkind  parent !  But  I  really  fear  his 
barbarity  to  the  gentleft,  beft  of  wives, 
and  his  unmerited  feverity  to  myfelf,  will 
at  length  entirely  eradicate  the  fentiments 
which  nature  planted  in  my  bofom,  which 
duty  drove  to  cherifli,  but  which  unkind* 
nefs  has  nipt  in  the  bud. 

His  horfes,  hounds,  and  fine  houfe  on. 
the  foreft,  have  all  been  arrefted  £>y  cre« 
ditors.  On  this  occafion,  my  mother  ven* 
lured,  though  in  the  gentled  terms,  to 
fuggeft  the  neceffity  of  fome  change  in 
our  manner  of  living  ;  and  propofed  with 
the  utmoft  chearfulnefs,  to  lay  afide  the 
coach,  and  difmifs  our  two  upper  female 
fervants.  To  this  propofal  he  readily  a- 
greed  ;  but  the  moment  (lie  hinted  at  dif*. 
charging  fome  of  his  fupernumerary  do* 
meftics,  he  became  quite  frantic  with  paf- 
fion  ;  and  told  my  mother  with  an  air  of 
ineffable  contempt,  that  it  did  not  become 
a  Lady  even  of  her  high  birth,  who  brought 
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nothing  into  his  family  but  pride  and  po- 
verty, to  dilpofe  of  his  fortune,  or  direct 
iiis  affairs. 

I  ought  to  explain  this  fpeech,  by  in- 
forming you,  that  my  mother's  fortune  of 
L.  5000,  was  left  by  my  grandfather  Lord 
Belmount,  in  the  power  of  his  fon ;  who 
was  fo  difpleafed  with  my  mother's  mar- 
riage, that  he  never  would  give  her  one 
farthing.  This  harfh  reproach  was  the 
more  ungenerous,  that  my  mother  lately 
gave  up  her  jointure,  in  hopes  of  accom- 
modating matters  between  my  father  and 
his  creditors. 

But  this  is  not  the  whole  of  my  prefent 
diftrefs.  Amongft  the  licentious  circle  who 
frequent  his  table,  my  father  lately  intro- 
duced a  Lord  Rochdale,  diftinguifhed  from 
his  abandoned  affociates,  only  by  a  more 
infinuating  addrefs5  a  greater  air  of  the 
world,  and  a  lefs  fhocking  manner  of  vent- 
*  ing 
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lag  thofe  deteftable  principles,  by  which 
his  conduct  feems  equally  influenced. 

I  could  not  help  being  alarmed  by  the 
attention  with  which  he  diftinguifhed  me,, 
from  the  firfl  moment  we  met :  1  thought 
too,  I  perceived  my  father  watching  my 
every  movement  that  day,  to  difcover  what 
impreffion  my  appearance  made  on  his 
Lordfliip.  This  infpired  me  with  fo  ftrong 
a  feeling,  of  mingled  fear  and  averfion, 
that  I  could  hardly  conftrain.  myfelf  to  be- 
have to  him  with  tolerable  civility.  He 
perceived  my  referve;  and  had  complain* 
ed  of  it,  I  fuppofe,  to  my  father,  who,  on 
finding  me  alone  next  morning  in  the  par- 
lour, affected  an  air  of  greater  tendernefs 
than  ufual.  €  Julia/  faid  he,  c  you  are 
6  no  ftranger  to  the  fituation  of  my  affairs. 
c  Happily,  an  opportunity  now  offers,  of 
c  retrieving  them,  and  faving  me.  Lord 
6  Rochdale  loves  you  ;  he  is  poffeft  of  a 
1  fine  fortune,  and  has  immenfe  profpe&s/ 

S  2  Seeing 
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Seeing  me  look  diftreft,  and  ready  to 
interrupt  him,  he  refumed  his  ufual  ftern- 
nefs,  and  continued  thus :  i  If  you  do  not 

*  regafd  your  father's  happinefs,  confult 
€  at  lead  your  own  intereft  :  your's  and 
4  your  mother's  ruin  are  as  inevitable  as 

*  mine,  fliould  you  decline  the  addreffes 
6  of  Lord  Rochdale.    Think  twice  before 

*  you    determine—- another   eftablifhment 

*  like  this,  may  probably  never  prefent  it- 
c  felf.'  On  faying  this,  he  took  up  his  hat, 
and  without  bidding  me  adieu,  retired  j 
leaving  me  in  a  fituation  fcarce  to  be  con- 
ceived. I  had  no  time  for  refle&ion,  or 
preparing  myfelf  for  what  followed :  the 
door  opened,  and  Lord  Rochdale  was 
ufhered  into  the  parlour.  I  f^rove  to  re- 
colled  myfelf,  and  receive  him  with  that 
politenefs,  which  good  manners,  and  his 
rank,  demanded :  But  the  affured  and  in- 
folent  air  with  which  he  entered,  and  the 
Impudent  familiarity  of  his  manner,  threw 
me  off  my  guard,  and  I  treated  him  with 

all 
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all  the  haughtinefs  and  refentment  of  of- 
fended modefty.  Flufhed  with  fecurity  of 
fuccefs,  he  coloured  violently  on  meeting 
with  a  rebuff,  for  which  he  was  by  no 
means  prepared  :  but  pride  and  meannefs 
are  often  allied  ;  with  mod  confummate 
art,  he  immediately  foftened  his  look  and 
voice,  and  afluming  a  fuppliant  and  re- 
fpe&ful  air,  acknowledged  his  fault,  en- 
treated my  forgivenefs  for  his  prefumption, 
and  the  boldnefs  of  thofe  hopes,  which 
love,  he  faid,  alone  occanoned ;  and  which 
love,  he  hoped,  would  one  day  teach  me  to 
cxcufe. 

After  pleading  in  vain  the  violence  of 
his  paffion,  he  endeavoured  to  dazzle  me 
with  enumerating  the  fplendid  advantages 
which  I  would  enjoy,  in  an  union  with  a 
perfon  of  his  rank  and  fortune.- — tie 
was  even  ungenerous  enough  to  hint  at 
the  ruinous  fituation  of  my  father,  in  order 
to  give  weight  to  his  arguments, 

S  3  Ah 
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Ah  Maria  !  how  unable  are  fuch  little 
fouls  to  judge  of  thofe  motives  that  influ- 
ence noble  and  ingenuous  minds.  The 
very  arguments  he  urged  to  obtain  my 
compliance  with  his  propofal,  were  thofe 
which  would  for  ever  oppofe  my  acceptance 
of  it  ;  and  which  deeply  wounded  my  felf- 
love,  by  (hewing  me,  that  he  thought  me 
capable  of  being  influenced  by  motives 
that  could  only  weigh  with  the  molt  weak 
and  interefted  of  my  fex.  Tired  out  with 
his  difgufting  importunity,  '  I  cannot  help 

*  being  greatly  iurprifed,  my  Lord/  faid  I? 
c  to  hear  you  expatiate   on  the  happinefs 

*  of  ihe   married  itate,  when   no   longer 

*  than  a  week  ago,  1  heard  your  Lordfhip 
?  declare,  that  none  but  fools  would  fub- 
c  mit  to  be  (hackled  ft — fc  My  dear  Mifs 
€  Greville,'  replied  he,  affuming  a  fpright- 
ly  air,  *  are  you  going  to  fet  up  for  an 

*  Inquifitor,  and  fcan  our  thoughts,  and 

*  weigh  our  words  ?*-- *  i  believe,  my  Lord/ 
faid  I,  '  to  take  this  charge  of  your  Lord- 

«  fhip's, 
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€  fhip's,  would  prove  both  a  fevere  and 
c  ufelefs  penance,  and  perhaps  fubjeft  me 
?  to  more  mortification  than  I  deferve/ 
How  fo  ?  replied  he.  Do  you  really  fufpeft 
me  of  entertaining  any  thoughts  relating 
to  you,  that  would  either  mortify  or  of- 
fend you  ?  c  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  have  no 
4  intention  of  making  your  thoughts  the 
6  fubje£t  of  my  inquiry,  as  your  words  are 
Q  fufficient  to  determine  my  conduct/  And, 
continued  I,  in  a  graver  tone,  c  as  I  have 

4  ever  regarded  the  marriage  ftate  as  the 
6  moft  happy  and  refpe&able  of  all  others-, 
c  your  Lordfhip  cannot  be  furprifed  at  my 
?  pofitively  reje&ing  the   addreffes   of  a 

5  perfon,  whofe  opinion  on  this  important 
€  fubjeft,  he  has  himfelf  declared,  to  be 
*  entirely  inconfiftent  with  my  own/ 

*  But  you  dear  little  ConfdTor,'  conti- 
nued he,  (familiarly  taking  hold  of  my 
hand,  which  I  inftantly  withdrew),  '  you 
f  forget  that  it  is  a  part  of  your  duty  to 

*  abfolve 
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c  abfolve  upon  fmcere  repentance,  and  oi* 

c  your  chriftian  charity,  to  make  all  poffi- 

*  ble  allowance  for  me:  now,  though  the 

c  fpeech  in  queftion  was  a  little  free,  it 

c  was  made  over  the  bottle,  which  you 

1  know  is  an  excufe  for  every  thing.5 


6  With  you  I  doubt  not,  my  Lord ;  but 
c  it  is  no  part  of  my  creed,  that  the  coni- 
c  miffion  of  one   fault  makes   atonement 

*  for  a  t-houfand;  befides,  you  know,  it  is 

*  received  as  a  maxim,  that  in  wine  there 
4  is  truth/ 

I  know  not,  Maria,  how  I  found  cour- 
age to  vent  all  this  petulance ;  I  really  did 
not  think  myfelf  capable  of  doing  fo  :  but 
my  pride  was  wounded,  and  my  temper 
irritated,  by  the  infolence  of  this  daring 
libertine. 

Juft  as  I  ended  the  lafl  fentence,  my 
father  returned,   and  feeing  us  both,  as 

U 
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he  fuppofed,  in  high  good  humour,  ne- 
ver doubted  that  all  things  were  in  the 
train  he  wifhed*  This  miftake,  which 
Lord  Rochdale's  pride  prevented  him 
from  re&ifying,  faved  me  all  further  al- 
tercation on  the  fubjeft  for  three  days ; 
but  as  I  carefully  avoided  Lord  Rochdale, 
my  father's  error  could  not  be  of  long  du- 
ration. Yefterday  he  was  effe&ually  un- 
deceived. Happening  to  droll  into  the 
garden  after  tea,  1  was  obferved  by  Lord 
Rochdale,  who  immediately  quitted  his 
riotous  companions,  and  heated  with  wine, 
followed  me  into  the  arbour,  where  I  was 
fitting  alone,  ruminating  on  my  wretched 
fituation.  He  approached  without  cere- 
mony, rallied  me  on  my  love  of  retire- 
ment, and  with  the  mod  difgufting  fami- 
liarity, attempted  kiffing  my  hand,  whilft 
u\  a  tone  of  paffionate  impatience,  he 
complained  of  my  unmerited  referve,  my 
unkindly  quitting  the  room  the  moment 

dinner 
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dinner  was  over,  and  on  every  occafion, 
fhunning  to  meet  or  converfe  with  him, 

4  I  have  not  the  vanity,  my  Lord/  faid 
I,  \  to  think  'my  converfation  can  either 
4  intereft  or  amufe  you ;  nor  the  difinge- 
4  nuity  to  fay,  that  I  find  either  pleafurc 

*  or  inftruftion  in  your's.' — He  bit  his  lip, 
and  affeded  to  fmile.    6  You  certainly  in- 

*  tend  me  a  very  great  favour,5  continued 
I,  4  in  the  offer  you  make  me  of  your 
4  hand ;  my  gratitude  is  proportioned  to 
4  the  value  of  the  obligation  :  But  be  af- 
4  fured,  my  Lord,  I  have  too  juft  a  regard 
4  to  my  happinefs,  to  entruft  it  with 
4  one  whom  I  fee  daily  fporting  away  his 
6  own ;  and  for  the  fake  of  raifing  a 
4  laugh,  (among  thofe  whofe  abufe  of  the 
4  little  underftanding  they  poffefs,  renders 

*  their  applaufe  the  mod  humiliating  cen- 
4  fure),  fetting  at  defiance  all  laws  human 
4  and  divine,  and  undermining  the  very 
4  foundations  of  virtue  and  good  order.' 

4  Nobly 
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*  Nobly  preached,  by  Heaven,  my  little 

*  angel !  Why,  if  nothing  elfe  will  induce 
c  you  to  marry  me,  your  own  principles 
€  ought  ;  the  very  love  of  that  virtue  and 
c  good  order,  to  which  your  example 
'  would  make  me  the  fincereft  of  all  con- 

*  verts.  Believe  me,  Julia,  truths  divine 
c  drop  holier  from  that  bewitching  mouth, 
1  than  from  any  furplice  or  lawn-fleeves 
c  in  chriftendom/ 

I  rofe  to  retire,  when  putting  on  a  more 
ferious  and  determined  air,  *  You  muft 
c  not  leave  me,  Mifs  Greville/  faid  he, 
c  I  cannot  fupport  your  indifference,  your 

*  contempt/ 

c  My  Lord,'  I  replied  in  the  fame 
tone,  c  our  affections  are  not  in  our  own 
c  power ;  but  I  never  will  treat  any  perfon 

*  with  contempt,  whom  their  condu£l  does 
I  not  force  me  to  defpife*' 

I 
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I  again  attempted  leaving  him ;  but  he 
feized  my  hand,  and,  with  much  reluftance 
on  my  part,  detained  me  till  he  had  again 
repeated  all  he  had  formerly  faid  on  the 
fubjed  of  his  detefted  paffion. 

I  was  heartily  vext,  and  I  fear  rather 
rude;  for  I  told  him,  that  he  and  his 
paffion  were  alike  offenfive  to  me,  and 
infifted  on  his  never  again' prefuming  to 
entertain  me  with  the  difagreeable  fubj.e&. 

He  looked  very  angrily  at  me  for  fome 
minutes  ;  then  again  foftening  his  voice, 
€  Can  you  really  believe,  Mifs  Greville,' 
faid  he,  c  that  I  fhall  fo  eafily  be  brought 
6  to  abandon  a  fcheme  on  which  I  had 
c  built  my  hopes  of  happinefs  ? — Your's 
c  and  mine,  my  Lord/  returned  I,  c  are 
c  utterly  incompatible  on  this  occafion  ; . 
c  and  if  you  really  love  me  as  you  profefs, 
c  you  will  generoufly  forego  a  fcheme 
*  which  can  never  be  attended  with  any- 

c  thing 
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c  thing  but  difappointment.' — c  If  I  really 
c  love  you,  Julia !'  exclaimed  he,  gazing 
on  me  in  a  manner  that  quite  terrified  me, 
c  by  Heavens  I  love  you  fo  paflionately, 
4  that  I  cannot  live  without  you/ — At  this 
moment  the  audacious  wretch  had  the 
boldnefs  to  clafp  his  arms  round  me ;  and 
it  required  all  the  force  which  fear  and 
refentment  added  to  my  ftrength,  to  break 
from  him,  and  hurry  towards  the  houfe, 
which  i  did  with  the  utmoft  precipitation. 
Indeed,  Maria,  the  recolle&ion  of  this 
horrid  fceae,  makes  my  heart  palpitate 
with  terror  at  this  moment. 

My  father  met  me  in  the  paffage ;  and 
perceiving  my  extreme  agitation,  enquired 
what  had  occafioned  it  ? 

I  burfl  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and  told 
him  in  what  manner  Lord  Rochdale  had 
infulted  me.      c  Infulted  you  V  cried  he  ; 
c  Do  you  remember  that  you  are  a  beg. 
Vol.  I,  T  f  gar? 
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c  gar  ?  Do  you  fuppofe  that  your  heroic 

*  fentiments,  and  exalted  prudery,  are  to 

*  pafs    current   in   the  world  ?   No,    no, 

*  child ;  it  is  time  to  lay  afide  romances, 

*  and  think  and  talk  like  other  people. 
4  You  mud  refolve  either  to  receive  Lord 

*  Rochdale,  as  my  friend,  and  your  huf- 

*  band,  or  provide  yourfclf  lodgings  elfe- 

*  where  ;  for  I   will    harbour   no   perfon 

*  under  my  roof,  who  pretends  to  difpute 
6  my  commands.'  On  faying  this,  he  left 
me.  I  ftruggled  to  conceal  my  anguifh 
from  my  dear  affectionate  mother,  whofe 
load  of  affli&ion  is  already  infupportable  ; 
but  entirely  to  conceal  it,  was  impofTible  : 
To  prevent  her  from  difcovering  the  whole, 
I  was  obliged  to  reveal  a  part,  and  ac- 
quaint her  with  the  propofals  of  Lord 
Rochdale,  though  not  with  his  behaviour, 
nor  my  father's  comment  upon  it, 

.  c  My  deareft  Julia !'  faid   this  beft  of 
women,  '  let  my  fate  be  a  warning  to  you. 

c  Every 
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c  Every  fpecies  of  mifery  may  be  fupport- 
4  ed,  but  that  which  we  bring  upon  our- 
4  felves,  by  following  headlong  the  im- 
4  pulies  of  our  blind  paffions. 

4  Let  no  promifes  of  wealth  or  great* 

*  nefs,  no  fears  of  poverty  or  negleft,  fe- 
4  duce  you  from  the  path  of  rectitude. 
4  To  marry  a  man  you  cannot  efteem,   is 

*  certain  mifery  :  A  rake  may  be  reform- 
4  ed  ;  but  a  libertine  in  principle  never 
,4  cam     Why    fliould   my   beloved    child 

*  run  fo  great  a  riik,  as  to  truft  her  hap- 
4  pinefs  with  either  ?  If  no  wreck  of  your 

*  father's  fortune  fliall  remain  for  your 
4  fupport,  feek  it,  my  Love,  from  honeflr 
4  induftry.  In  the  difcharge  of  your  duty, 
4  expect  the  bleffing  of  Heaven,  which 
4  alone  can  make  you  rich  ;  and  without 
4  which,  you  will  be  poor  in  the  midft  of 
4  affluence,  and  wretched  in  the  moft  ex- 
4  alted  ftation.  Always-  remember,  that  to 
4  poffefs,  and  to  enjoy,  are  two  things  ex- 

T  2  c  tremely 
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c  tremely  different*     Live,  then,  to  your- 

*  felt,  my  child,  and  not  to  the  world  : — 
c  with  that  world  cur  connexion  foon 
c  muft  end  ;  and  even  before  that  time, 
6  we  (hall  be  thoroughly  convinced  of  the 

*  infufficiency  of  all  it  can   beftow,  either 

*  to  obtain  or  fecure  our  happinefs.' 

In  liftening  to  this  revered  parent,  I 
•feem  to  liften  to  the  voice  of  Heaven. 
Yes,  Maria  !  I  will  treafure  up  her  leffons 
in  my  heart  ;  nothing  fhall  tempt  me  to 
aft  in  contradi&ion  to  its  fentiments.  Yes, 
though  its  fondeft  expectations,  its  deareft 
hopes,  are  no  more — Oh  Rivers !  though 
I  muft  no  longer  live  for  thee,  I  never, 
pever  will  live  for  another !     Your's, 

Tulia  Greville. 


LET. 
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LETTER   XXIX. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mi/s  Greville. 

London. 

I  have  received  both  your  letters,  my 
Julia!  for  which  I  iincerely  thank  you. 

Amidft  a  variety  of  diftreffing  circum- 
flances,  what  confolation  ought  it  to  carry 
to  the  heart  of  my  friend,  that  by  her  filial 
tendernefs,  and  virtuous  conduct,  (he  is 
leflening  the  weight  of  calamity ,  and  footh- 
ing  the  inquietudes  of  a  mother  fhe  fondly 
loves! 

To  fmooth  the  laft  fcenes  of  declining 
life,  is  a  gentle  and  benevolent  employ- 
ment, and  peculiarly  fuited  to  a  temper 
like  your's.  Like  all  other  duties,  it  car- 
ries its  reward  along  with  it,  in  the  fweet 
complacency  it  diffufes  through  the  foul ; 

T  i  but 
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but  when  humanity  is  prompted  by  grati- 
tude, and  endeared  by  affection,  the  exer- 
cife  of  duty  becomes  the  mod  exquifite 
enjoyment, 

I  am  highly  gratified  by  your  account 
of  your  fpirited  behaviour  to  the  infamous 
and  contemptible  Rochdale.  Vice  feldom 
fails  to  degrade,  as  much  as  Virtue  ennobles 
the  human  mind  :  And  it  is  happy  for 
mankind,  when  it  throws  off  all  difguife, 
and  appears  as  in  Lord  Rochdale,  with  all 
its  native  meannefs  and  deformity* 

You  pain  my  heart,  by  accufmg  yourfelf, 
in  your  former  letter,  of  impatience  under 
your  diftreffes.  My  amiable  Julia !  jufl  and 
indulgent  to  all  befides,  you  are  mo  ft  fe- 
vere  and  unjult  to  yourfelf.  Heaven  re- 
quires that  we  fhould  acquiefce  with  hum- 
ble refignation  in  its  decrees  ;  but  it  does 
not  forbid  us  to  wifh  for  the  poffeffion  of 

happinefs 
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happinefs  it  has   denied,  or  to  defire  ex- 
emption from  fufferings  it  has  inflicted. 

The  involuntary  fhrinkings  of  nature, 
under  the  heavy  preffure  of  affliction,  will 
never  furely  be  imputed  to  us  as  criminal. 

You  fay,  c  that  you  are  grieved  to  dif- 
c  cover  that  misfortunes,  inftead  of  blunt- 
*  ing  the  edge  of  your  feelings,  have  in- 
c  creafed  your  fenfibility  to  a  degree  of 
4  which  you  formerly  had  no  conception.9 
But  why  fhould  this  afflidt  my  friend  ? 

How  infinitely  fuperior  is  the  love,  the 
friendfhip,  the  gratitude,  the  devotion  of 
an  exquifitely  feeling  heart,  to  the  languid 
emotions  of  a  cold,  phlegmatic,  infenfible 
foul?  I  grant,  indeed,  that  a  perfon  endued 
with  extreme  fenfibility,  is  thereby  ex- 
pofed  to  peculiar  pains ;  but  religion  and 
philofophy  will  greatly  mitigate  them,  and 
by  checking  the  over-indulgence  of  this 

difpofitio333 
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difpofition,  prevent  the  dangerous  efte&s 
it  might  produce.  We  ought  to  remem- 
ber too,  that  the  fame  conftitution  of  mind 
which  expofes  us  to  fevere  fuffering,  capa- 
citates us  alfo  for  mod  exquifite  enjoyment, 

Indeed  a  ftagnation  of  feeling,  feems  of 
all  others  that  flate  which  the  human  mind 
feels  mod  difficulty  in  fupporting.  And  lb 
intolerable  is  that  apathy  into  which  ex- 
treme diftrefs  often  plunges  the  children 
of  misfortune, -that  (as  Young  perhaps  too 
ilrongly  exprefTes  itj  x  they  would  almoffc 
*  thank  mifery  for  a  change,  though  fad/ 

My  deareft  Julia,  how  happy  do  you 
make  me  by  the  affurance  that  my  letters 
help  to  beguile  your  heavy  hours  !  May  I 
live  no  longer  than  whilfl  I  continue  fen- 
fible  of  your  merit,  grateful  for  your  ten- 
dernefe,  and  worthy  of  that  preference  by 
which  you  diftinguifh  me !  which  gives  me 
importance  in  my  own  eyes,  will  obtain 


MISS    GREVILLE.       22c- 


j 


for  me  the  regard  of  others,  and,  through 
life,  add  a  relifh  to  all  the  enjoyments  of 
your  admiring  grateful  friend, 

Maria  Herbert. 


LETTER    XXX. 
Mifs  Grtville  io  hlijs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

The  ardour  of  your  attachment,  my 
dear  Maria,  merits  a  return  far  different 
from  that  which  my  languid  heart  is  able 
to  make  to  it.  How  fadly  changed  is 
your  friend,  from  what  you  once  knew 
her!  How  changed  to  me,  alas!  the  whole 
face  of  creation,  the  whole  profpe&s  of 
life !  Wherever  I  turn  my  eyes,  a  difmal 
gloom  invefts  every  fcene  \  the  very  foul 
of  Nature  feems  annihilated  ;  and  of  all 
thofe  animated  and  beautiful  objects  that 
once  delighted  me,  nothing  but  the  lifelefs 
fhadows  now  remain. 

Though 
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Though  years  are  dealing  on  apace,  the 
cold  hand  of  Time  would  not  fo  foon  have 
extinguished  the  ardent  flame  of  youthful 
enthufiafm.  Grief,  Maria,  has  exhaufted 
the  vigour  of  my  foul,  and  like  an  un- 
timely froft,  blafted  all  thofe  buds  of  hope 
and  joy,  which  ought  to  have  adorned  the 
Summer,  and  enriched  the  Autumn  of 
my  days !— -How  fevere  is  my  lot!  con- 
demned to  look  back  with  anguifh,  and 
(with  refpeft  to  this  life)  forward  without 
hope :  unable  to  intereft  myfelf  either  in 
the  pleafures  or  bufinefs  of  life,  yet  ex- 
pofed  continually  to  its  moft  mortifying 
diftrefleSt 

Much  do  I  wifh  habitually  to  confider 
myfelf  as  a  Pilgrim,  whofe  bufinefs  is  not 
to  feek  reft  or  pleafure  on  the  road,  but 
diligently  to  haften  towards  his  home;  who 
ought  not  to  fink  down  under  his  burden, 
nor  fufFer  himfelf  to  be  greatly  difturbed, 
though  incommoded,  or   even  harraffed, 

oa 
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*qt\  a  journey,  which  is  every  hour  drawing 
nearer  to  a  clofe! 


I  write   at  prefent  in  the  Alcove,  the 
fcene  of  the  happieft  and  mod  painful  mo- 
ments  of  my   life  :  the  remembrance  of 
the  painful  often  returns,  but  the  pleafing 
are  gone  for  ever.    With  what   exquifite 
forrow  do  I   contemplate  every  furround- 
ing   cbjeft,  ftill,  dill  aflbciated  with  the 
idea  of  the  moll  engaging,  but  moft  faith- 
lefs  of  mankind  !   Here,  whilft  I  liflened 
with  delight  to  his  vows  of  fond  affe&ion, 
I  forgot  that  any  of  the  human  race  could 
be  unkind.     Ah  Rivers !  what  killing  an- 
guifh,  what  endlefs  regrets,  have  my  own 
credulity,  and  thy  perfidy,  treafured  up  for 
me !  I  know,  Maria,  I  might  conceal  my 
deplorable  weaknefs  from  you ;  4  but  tho* 
4  with  others  it  is  fufficient  to  be  fincere, 
c  in  not  appearing  what  we  are  not  \  yet 
6  with  our  friends,  we  ought  to  throw  all 

c  referve 
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*  referve  afide,   and   appear  fuch   as   we 

*  really  are/ 

Lord  Rochdale  continues  to  perfecute 
me  with  his  odious  addreffes.  How  ftrange, 
how  inconfiftent,  is  that  haughty  fex  !  No 
averfion  can  be  more  ftrondv  marked, 
than  that  I  feel  for  him ;  yet  he  (till  pro- 
feffes  love,  extravagant  love  for  me !  He 
offends,  he  difgufts  me  every  moment ; 
yet  1  ought  to  remember,  that  a  man  en- 
tirely deftitute  of  delicacy  and  generofity, 
can  have  no  idea  of  the  degree  in  which 
thefe  may  fubfift  in  another  ;  and  confe- 
quently  may  deeply  wound,  where  he  does 
not  fo  much  as  intend  to  hurt. 

How  different  a  chara£ier  is  that  of  our 
old  play -mate  Sally  Dormer  ! — I  cannot 
exprefs  to  you  how  much  I  have  been  af- 
fefted  this  morning,  by  the  lingular  gene- 
rofity  and  attachment  of  that  excellent 
girl,  whofe  birth  entitled  her  to  a  better 

ftation, 
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Ration,  than  that  in  which  her  misfortunes 
have  placed  her. 

Ever  fmce  her  father  became  bankrupt, 
ihe  has  lived  here  as  maid  to  my  mother  j 
but   her   good  fenfe,  and  fnperior  educa- 
tion, have  made  me  treat  her  always  as  a 
companion. 

Obferving  her  frequently  of  late  in  tears, 
and  fearing  fhe  might  be  apprehenfive  of 
lofmg  a  fmall  fum  which  is  in  my  father's 
hands,  I  began  this  morning  to  affure  her, 
that  whilft  my  mother  lived,  this  ihould 
not  be  the  cafe.  She  burft  into  a  flood  of 
tears— f  Oh !  mv  dear  Mifs  Greville,* 
cried  (he,  c  can  you  believe  me  capable  of 
c  beftowing  a  thought  on  myfelf,  when  I 
€  fee  your  excellent  mother  in  fuch  afflic« 

*  tion  ?  She  told   me  we  mu{l  part,  be- 

*  caufe  (he  cannot  afford  to  keep  fo  many 

*  fervants  ■;  but  I  will  do  the  work  of  two 
Vol.  L  U  «  fervants 
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*  fervants— -I    will  ferve  for    nothing — I 
c  never  will  leave  her.' 


Then,  grafping  my  hand,  fhe  fobbed  a- 
loud.     4  Oh   pardon  my  prefumption  !  I 
4  cannot   fpeak   what  I   meant   to   fay— - 
c  Have  the  goodnefs   to  carry  this  to  my 
c  dear  Lady  :  It  is  her  own — indeed,  in- 
c  deed  it  is  :  I  received  it  all  in  gifts  from 
c  her ;  and  now  (lie  may  want  fomething — . 
c  I  require  nothing.'     She  ran  out  cf  the 
room,  and  left  me  with  aftonifhment  to  take 
up  her  purfe,  which  flie   had  let  drop  at 
my   feet,  and    in    which   I   found   thirty 
guineas.     I   would   not    pain  a  mind  fo 
noble,  by  abfolutely  refuting  her.  gift ;  but 
inftantly  following  her  into  her  own  apart- 
ment, I  embraced  her  with  tears  of  gra- 
titude, and  told   her   I   fhould  keep  her 
purfe,  and  ufe  it  without  fcruple,  if  ever 
our  neceffities  fhould  require  us  to  do  fo. 

Ah, 
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Ah,  Maria!  what  are  the  boafted  and 
fo  much  coveted  difiinctions  of  power, 
rank,  and  affluence,  compared  with  the 
poffeffion  of  a  foul  like  Sally  Dormer's  ? 

Farewell,  my  kind,  my  fympathizing 
friend!  Your  letters  are  my  only  amufe- 
ment,  my  only  confolation.  The  expref- 
fions  of  your  tender  affe&iori  penetrate 
my  foul  ;  like  the  breeze  of  Summer  on 
the  bofom  of  the  lake,  they  gently  agitate 
without  ruffling  it ;  the  emotions  they  ex- 
cite, are  equally  pleafing  and  healthful. 
Farewell !  I  know  it  is  as  unneceffary  to 
folicit  the  continuance  of  your  friendihip, 
as  to  affure  you  of  the  inviolable  attach- 
ment of  your  friend, 

Julia  Greville. 


Us  LET 
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LETTER     XXXI. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen-Maria 
Stanley. 

My  clear  Aunt,  London, 

There  is  a  principle  of  liberty  in  my 
mature,  that  cannot  brook  reftraint ;  place 
what  is  ufually  my  greateft  pleafure  in  the 
light  of  a  duty,  and  in  a  twinkling  incli- 
nation flies  off  at  a  tangent,  as  your  learn- 
ed parfon  Parfnip  would  fay. 

Here  has  Lucy  been  dunning  in  my 
cars  for  eight  days,  write — write — write* 
Now,  my  dear  aunt  is  not  to  learn,  that 
writing  is  often  as  little  in  our  power,  as 
loving  or  hating,  or  any  other  mental 
operation.  But  though  I  can  turn  a  deaf 
ear  to  her  remonftrances,  I  cannot  bear 
your  reproaches. -^-And  can  you  indeed 
believe  it  poffible,  that  I  fhould  ever  for- 
get-^that  I  fhould  ceafe  to  love  you?  No! 
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by  thefe  prefents,  1  am  refolved  to  con- 
vince you — that  ftiil  I  love  you — even  in 
dulnefs  love  you.  There  are  two  ftiles  of 
writing  which  at  prefent  I  could  adopt 
with  equal  eafe —  the  philofophic,  and 
the  frivolous.  Were  I  to  reply  to  your 
laft  in  order,  I  muft  neceffarily  choofe  the 
former  ;  but  my  natural  bias  towards  the 
latter,  is  determined  by  the  arrival  of  the 

old  Countefs  of  S ,  who  at  once  fup- 

plies  a  fubjed,  and  will  affift  me  in  hand- 
ling it. 

I  am  out  of  all  patience  with  this  an~ 
liquated  Dowager,  who,  without  afking 
permiffion  of  any  one,  has  taken .  upon 
herfelf  the  office  of  Chaperon  to  the  ig- 
norant country  girls  ;  and  fhaking  with 
zeal,  like  a  mandarin  on  a  mantle-piece, 
affumes  the  whole  direction  of  our  drefs^ 
equipage,  &c. 

U  3.  Figure 
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Figure  to  yourfelf  the  pleafure  of  being 
furveyed  every  day  from  top  to  toe  by  a 
pair  of  pig's  eyes,  fquinting  from  under  a 
huge  cape,  like  a  tortoife  out  of  its  fhell  ; 
and  ufhered  into  every  public  place,  by  a 
pair  of  fhoulders  as  high  as  the  Alps,  and 
crowned  like  them  with  a  front  of  eternal 
fnow. — But,  in  purfuance  of  your  advice? 
I  ftrive  to  find  c  fome  good  in  every  thing/ 
and  flattering  myfelf  that  this  old"  ever- 
green may  ferve  by  contraft  to  heighten 
the  charms  of  the  rofes  and  lilies  with 
which  {lie  is  furrounded,  1  pay  her  affidu- 
ous  attention. 

See  what  deference  I  {hew  for  your  fa- 
vourite virtue  Prudence^  But  though  1 
fcorn  to  make  a  boaft  of  my  own  merits 
I  mud  be  bold,  to  fay,  my  friend/hip  for 
her  is  purely  difinterefted  ;  fmce,  except 
on  this  occafion,  1  never  was  indebted  to 
her  in  my  whole  life* 

Afte* 
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After  all,  I  cannot  fee  why  being  with* 
in  a  hundred  and  fifty  degrees  of  kindred*, 
fhould  give  fools  and  impertinents,  an  in- 
diiputable  right  to  torment  one* 

For  my  part,  I  love  no  friends  but  fuch 
as  leave  me  miilrefs  of  my  time,  and  have 
fenie  to  perceive  that  company  cannot  al- 
ways be  agreeable. 

I  was  carried  yefterday  to  view  the  Bri- 
tifh  Mufeum  ;.  a  title  bellowed  on  a  fine 
palace  filled  with  broken  jars,  headlefs 
bufts,  cracked  urns,  -tattered  parchments, 
fmocked  mummies,  hunch-backed  mon- 
kies,  toads,  ferpents,  and  alligators. 

Ever  fmce  viewing  this  ftrange  medley 
of  things  mofl  extraordinary  in  nature^, 
and  admirable  in  art,  my  *^pck  and  eyes 
have  ached,  and  my  brain  teemed  with 
monflers. 

From 
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From  thence  we  adjourned  to  the  exhi- 
bition of  the  Royal  Academy,  where  t 
was  peculiarly  delighted  with  the  pi&ures 
of  Angelica  Kauffman,  who  is  certainly 
one  of  the  moft  elegant  artifts  of  this 
age  ;  and  I  am  affured  that  the  fame  deli- 
cacy of  mind,  and  fenfibility  of  heart, 
which  guide  her  choice  of  fubje&s  for  her 
pencil,  and  are  ftrongly  marked  in  the  ex- 
ecution of  them,  appear  both  in  her  letters 
and  converfation. 

I  am  really  proud  of  the  rank  our  fex 
at  prefent  hold  among  the  profeflbrs  of 
the  fine  arts.— -You,  my  dear  aunt,  poflefs 
one  more  valuable  than  the  whole — the 
divine  art  of  Contentment.  And  fitch 
is  the  engaging  fweetnefs  of  your  temper, 
and  winning  complacency  of  your  man- 
ners, that  I^aaay  venture  to  affirm,  in  a 
right  HibernKm  ftile,  that  if  all  old  maids 
were  like  you,  there  would  be  no  old  maids 
3t  aH. 

What 
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What  an  unreafonable  world  de  we  live 
in!  (I  can  moralize  as  well  Maria).  Was 
ever  any  thing  more  unjuft,  than  to  affix 
a  term  of  reproach  on  a  woman,  for  what 
fhe  has  taken  every  lawful  means  to  pre- 
vent,— which  fhe  confiders  as  her  greateft 
misfortune,- — and  which,  by  malice  itfelf* 
can  never  be  conftrued  into  a  fault  ? — >- 
When  a  few  months  longer  residence  here 
has  qualified  me  to  affume  the  airs  of  a 
woman  of  fafhion,  I  fhall  certainly  en- 
deavour to  banifh  frorn  the  world  that 
fpiteful  and  unmeaning  term  Old  Maid. 
For  the  term  old,  indeed,  I  fee  no  ufe  in  the 
Englifh  Vocabulary.  You  may  fometimes 
meet  an  old  woman  begging  chanty  in 
the  ftreets-  ;■  but  at  the  park,  the  play,  the 
opera,  all  women  are  alike  young,  all  wear 
the  lilies  and  rofes  of  fifteen. 

Farewell !  When  mine  decay,  may  their 
fading  charms  be  fapplied  by  the  mod  beau- 
tiful of  all  ever-greens — Good-humour! 

Mean- 
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Mean-time,    to  follow  your  inftructions, 
and  practife  what  you  teach  both  by  pre- 
cept and  example,  (hall  be  the  daily  ftudy  of 
Your  affe&ionate  Niece, 

Lucy  Herbert. 


LETTER    XXXIL 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  Mifs  Lucy 
Herbert. 

Stanley  Farm. 

I  am  flattered  moft  agreeably,  my  dear- 
eft  Lucy,  by  the  reception  you  gave  my 
former  letters,  as  well  as  the  earneftnefs 
with  which  you  urge  me  to  continue  our 
correfpondence.  Your  epiftles  contribute 
greatly  to  my  entertainment ;  at  the  fame 
time,  I  am  led  to  fufpeft,  from  the  colour- 
ing which  your  imagination  beftows  on 
every  object,  that  fancy  ftill  at  times  leads 
reafon  aftray,  and  that  you  are  dill  tempt- 
ed to  abufe  that  fine  underftanding  with 

which 
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which  Heaven  hath  "bleffed  you,  by  facri- 
ficing  your  humanity  to  your  love  of 
ridicule. 

Though  I  know  my  dear  girl  would  re- 
volt with  horror  from  the  idea  of  deliber- 
ately injuring  a  fellow-creature,  yet  flie  is 
not  aware  how  materially  (lie  may  do  fo, 
by  giving  fcope  to  the  flights  of  her  lively 
imagination,  and  painting  the  infirmities 
of  others,  in  a  light  fo  ftriking  and  ludi- 
crous, as  cannot  fail  to  make  a  lading  im- 
preffion,  and  give  fo  unfavourable  an  idea 
of  charafters,  perhaps  truly  worthy,  as  can 
never  afterwards  be  eradicated. 

Nothing  but  vice  fhould  be  made  the 
fubje£t  of  ridicule,  and  that  with  the  view 
of  rendering  it  contemptible.  Againft  vice, 
then,  let  the  fharpeft  arrows  of  fatire  be 
pointed  ;  —  there,  to  fee  them  wound 
deeply,  would  give  me  fincefe  pleafure. 


It 
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It  is  to  be  lamented,  that  mankind  m 
general  (hew  mere  contempt  for  folly.,  than 
indignation  againft  vice.  Yet  the  one 
ufually  proceeds  from  weak  intellects,  and 
therefore  is  chargeable  only  on  Heaven ; 
the  other  often  from  the  abufe  of  fuperior 
talents,  and  confequently  renders  us  highly 
culpable  ourfelves. 

The  effects  of  folly,  too,  are  commonly 
moft  hurtful  to  the  foolifli  themfelves. 
Thofe  of  vice  are  not  only  ruinous  to  the 
vicious,  but  often  involve  the  innocent  in 
extreme  mifery,  and  extend  far  beyond  the 
fphere  of  our  limited  knowledge. 

For  the  future,  then,  my  Lucy,  pity  and 
aonceal  the  frailties  of  your  fpecies.  De- 
fpife,  deride,  and  even  deteft:  their  vices  ; 
but  ever  be  it  your  care,  by  the  exercife 
of  love  and  charity,  to  promote  the  fpirit 
of  true  benevolence,  and  the  happinefs  of 
fociety* 
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I  (hall  conclude  thefe  thoughts,  thrown 
together  at  your  requeft,  with  part  of  a 
difcourfe  on  Afh  Wednefday,  from  the 
feniible  intelligent  Bifhop  of  — -. 

c  The  bell  way  to  difpofe  ourfelves  for 
c  becoming  what  we  ought  to   be,   is   to 

*  get  a  clear  idea  of  what  we  are.  Forget- 
€  ful  of  the  motives  which  influenced 
€  them,  we  judge  of  our  actions  by  their 
c  fuccefs,  and  often  triumph  when  we 
€  ought  to  be  afhamed. 

c  Self-love  prompts  us  to  flee  from 
c  every  view  of  our  chara&er  that  would 
c  give  us  pain :  But  on  whatever  parts  of 
€  it  we' feel  greateft  relu&ance  to  dwell, 
6  there  we  ought  to  make  the  ftri&eft 
6  fcrutiny ;  and  there,  that  fcrutiny  will  be 
*"  moil  likely  to  produce  thofe  penitential 
'  forrows,  whofe  fruit  is  fincere  repent- 

*  ance.' 

Vol.  I.  X  Before 
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Before  quitting  Sunday  fubje&s,  let  me 
remind  my  dear  Lucy  of  the  promife  fhe 
made  me  with  regard  to  the  approaching 
feflival.  It  is  dangerous,  on  any  pretence 
whatever,  to  negledt  the  celebration  of 
the  pofitive  inftitutions  of  our  holy  reli- 
gion. Careleffnefs  and  indifference  grow 
upon  the  mind,  in  confequence  of  fuch 
omiffions ;  and  the  convi&ions  of  the  un- 
derftanding  will  ever  be  found  to  have 
but  a  feeble  influence  on  the  conduft,  un- 
lefs  aided  and  confirmed  by  the  affe&ions 
of  the  heart*  The  duties  of  religion  have 
a  powerful  tendency  to  fit  us  for  the  du- 
ties of  life;  and  therefore  a  multiplicity  of 
affairs  furnifh  the  ftrongeft  arguments  in 
favour  of  thofe  facred  inftitutions,  by 
which  pious  fentiments  are  awakened,  and 
moral  obligation  enforced.  My  dear  good 
girl,  farewell !  I  need  not  tell  you  that  you 
are  beloved  with  all  a  mother's  fondnefs, 
by  your  affe&ionate  aunt, 

Helen-Maria  Stanley. 
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LETTER    XXXIII. 

Colonel  Rivers  to  Captain  Stanley. 

Charle  flown. 
How  unfortunate  for  me  is  your  re- 
moval !  Never,  Stanley,  did  I  regret  your 
abfence  more  fincerely  than  at  this  crifis. 
How  often  have  you  envied  me  the  happinefs 
of  pofTeffing  the  afFe&ions  of  the  perfon 
on  earth  mod  dear  to  me.  O  my  friend ! 
I  am  no  longer  an  obje£t  of  envy.  A  prey 
to  the  moft  tormenting  apprehenfions, 
my  mind  is  a  fcene  of  frightful  confufion. 

Thrice  fince  you  left  Charleflown,  have 
I  written  to  my  Julia,  without  receiving  a 
fingle  letter  in  return  ;  though  mine  to 
my  father,  fent  by  the  fame  conveyance, 
have  been  regularly  anfwered. 

Stanley!  what  can  I  think — what  ought 
I  to  believe  ?  In  this  dreadful  fufpence,  I 
can  only  fear. 

X  2  When 
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When  I  refleft  on  the  fituaiion  of  my 
angel — of  my  diftance  from  her — -of  ten 
thoufand  poffible — nay  probable  diftreffes 
in  which  at  this  moment  fhe  may  be  in- 
volved, my  heart  is  torn  with  the  mofl 
diftra&ing  apprehenfions.  Why  cannot  I 
fly  to  her  relief?  What  can  this  world  af- 
ford me,  if  deprived  of  my  Julia  ? 

From  one  fource  of  mifery  I  have  been 
hitherto  exempted, — from  doubts  of  her 
fidelity,  in  whom  my  foul  confides.  But 
now — O  Stanley!  what  horrid  fhapes  does 
fancy  aflume  to  torment  me  ! 

■t 

It  conflantly  prefents,  to  my  eyes — a 
fevere  tyrannical  father, — a  too  fubmiffive 
and  irrefolute  mother, — a  powerful  infinu- 
ating  rival, — a  timid  friendlefs  defponding 
vi&im.  Gracious  Heaven  defend  my  Love ! 
and  grant  me  relief  from  this  torturing 
fufpence ! 

Write 
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Write  to  your  aunt,  I  entreat  you, 
without  a  moment's  delay,  and  try  to  ob- 
tain from  her  fome  information  concern- 
ing the  fituation  of  the  family  at  Harwood. 
Though  the  mifconduft  of  its  poiTeflbr 
places  a  bar  between  him  and  his  molt 
refpedable  neighbours,  yet  as  I  remem- 
ber to  have  feen  your  aunt  there,  fhe  may 
be  able  to  give  us  the  intelligence  we  wifh.. 

Farewell !  You  know  you  are  at  all 
times  fecure  of  the  efteem  and  affection  of 

George  -Rivers* 


LETTER   XXXIV. 

Mrs  Helen-Maria  Stanley  to  CapU  Stanley. 

Your  letters,  my  dear  nephew,  are  al- 
ways received  with  pleafure  ;  and  by  the 
promptnefs  of  my  reply  to  the  la(L  you 
may  judge  how  defirous  I  am  of  the  con- 
tinuance of  your  correfpondence. 

X  3  Were 
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Were  I  inclined  to  profit  by  the  occa- 
fion,  you  have  laid  yourfelf  very  open  to 
my  raillery,  by  the  earneft  manner  in, 
which  you  beg  to  be ,  informed  of  every 
particular  concerning  the  family  at  Har- 
wood.  But  an  event  which  is  foon  to 
take  place,  has  at  once  fo  furprifed  and 
grieved  me,  that  nothing  is  more  foreign 
to  my  thoughts  at  prefent  than  gaiety* 

I  hope,  my  dear  Harry,  you  have  no 
nearer  intereft  in  thefe  inquiries,  than 
what  arifes  from  humanity,  and  concern 
for  an  amiable  and  unfortunate  girl.  Un- 
fortunate 1  rauft  term  her,  whom  any  mo- 
tives whatever  can  influence  to  purchafe 
rank  and  riches,  at  the  cxpence  of  peace 
and  happinpfs ;  and  furely  Mifs  Greville 
mud  forfeit  both,  the  inltant  fhc  enters  in- 
to the  moft  folemn  of  all  engagements, 
with  a  man  of  fo  abandoned  a  chara&er 
as  Lord  Rochdale. 

I 
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I  had  frequently  of  late  heard  the  re- 
port of  this  marriage ;  but  from  the  high 
opinion  I  have  ever  entertained  of  Mifs 
Greville,  could  not  fuffer  myfelf  to  believe 
it  poffible.  Laft  week,  however,  I  was  con- 
vinced of  its  truth. 

Having  gone  to  call  on  Mrs  Greville, 
and  not  finding  her  daughter  with  her,  I 
enquired  after  her.  and  learnt  that  Ihe  was 
in  the  garden  taking  her  evening  walk, 
I  was  obliged  to  return  home  foon,  fo 
propofed  to  join  her  there  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes ;  but  by  the  time  I  had  reached  the 
end  of  one  of  the  walks,  I  perceived  her 
and  Lord  Rochdale  fitting  in  a  little  ar- 
bour, and  engaged  in  a. very  earned  con- 
versation. 1  immediately  returned  to  Mrs 
Greville,  and  was  lcarce  feated  when  her 
daughter  entered,  and  on  perceiving  me, 
appeared  in  the  greateft  confufion.  I  took 
no  notice  of  this,  becaule  nothing  I  think 

ca& 
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can  be  more  rude  or  ill-timed  than  raillery 
on  fuch  a  fubje£t. 

Next  day  your  father  dined,  at  Mr 
LovelPs,  who  you  know  is  a  near  relation 
of  Lord  Rochdale's,  and  heard  him  af- 
firm that  he  was  to  marry  Mifs  Greville 
in  lefs  than  a  fortnight. 

Nobody  can  be  more  furprifed  at  this 
match  than  I  am  ;  but  fuch  is  my  efteem 
of  this  amiable  young  creature,  that  I  will 
not  venture  entirely  to  condemn  her  con- 
duft,  till  I  am  better  qualified  to  judge  of 
her  motives, 

I  am  forry  you  do  not  approve  of  my 
tafte  in  the  choice  of  your  feal ;  tfre  more 
fo  as  I  had  piqued  myfelf  on  making  So- 
crates the  door-keeper  of  your  thoughts. 

You  alledge  his  ferious  countenance  will 
reftrain  your  gaiety.     Be  affured  I  meant 

aofe 
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not  to  put  a  feal  on  your  gaiety,  but  to 
give  a  fan&ion  to  it ;  fmce  I  never  knew 
a  thought  come  from  your  heart,  even  in 
its  lighted  moments,  that  would  not  have 
obtained  the  approbation  of  that  amiable 
philofopher  ;  nor  will  you,  I  am  per- 
fuaded,  ever  utter  one  in  his  company, 
that  would  make  him  afhamed  to  (hew  his 
face,  Happy  were  it  for  virtue  and  fcience, 
if  their  votaries  were  at  more  pains  to  cul- 
tivate the  focial  feelings  ;  and  if  the  inno- 
cent  chearfulnefs  of  their  manners  fhewed 
that  happinefs  was  the  fruit  of  their  feveral 
purfuits. 

Glory  at  prefent  is  youVs ;  may  you  be 
fuccefsful,  and  give  pride  as  well  as  plea- 
fure,  to  the  heart  of 

Your  affectionate  Aunt, 
Helen-Maria  Stanley, 


LET 


\ 
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LETTER    XXXV. 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Mifs  GrevMe. 

Why  delays  my  Julia  to  write  to  her 
friend  ;  the  friend  to  whom  {he  has  fo 
long  confided  every  forrow  of  her  heart  ? 
Heaven  knows  how  deeply  I  feel  them, 
how  anxioufly  I  wifh  to  relieve  them ! 

My  friend  (hip  for  you,  my  deareft  Julia, 
is  not  (as  Seed  fays  '  a  cold  and  feden- 
c  tary  principle/  Nor  can  1  reft  fatisfied 
with  the  convi&ion  that  I  am  always  e- 
fteemed,  and  fometimes  remembered  by 
you.  No  :  my  heart  requires  fome  kind  of 
intercourfe  with  thofe  I  love  ;  fome  plea- 
fing  interchange  of  attentions ;  fome  mu- 
tual expreffions  of  complacency,  by  which 
the  facred  flame  of  amity  is  nourifhed  and 
kept  alive. 

I  am  charmed  with   the  fingular   gene- 

rofity  of  your  excellent  Sally. 

Mankind, 
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Mankind,  my  friend,  are  dazzled  by 
the  fplendour  of  great  actions,  and  fuffer 
thofe  that  are  good  to  pafs  unnoted  and 
unrewarded  :  But  there  is  an  eye  that  per- 
ceives the  motives  of  our  a&ions ;  there  is 
a  hand  that  regifters    the  mod  trivial  of 
them  ;  and  a  day  faft  approaches,  when 
the  fecrets  of  all  hearts  will  be  revealed. 
At  that  grand,  that  eventful  confummation, 
how    different  will   be   our  judgments  of 
what  is  now  paffing  on  this  Ihifting  foene! 
How  fliall  we  defpife,  as  illufive  fhadows, 
unworthy  of  the  regard  of  an  immortal 
being,  thofe  empty  honours,  thofe   dan- 
gerous riches,  thofe  unfatisfying  pleafures, 
which  here  are  fo  eagerly  purfued  at  the 
expence  of  everlafting  felicity  !  How  {hall 
the  luftre  of  what  men  call  great,  fade  be- 
fore the  light  of  what  God  calls  good ! 

Thefe  important  diftin&ions  are  fami- 
liar to  the  penetrating  thoughts   of  my* 
Julia  :  With  lingular,  with  fuperior  good- 

nefs, 
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rids,  fhe  joins  that  fweetnefs  and  modefty 
which  render  it  graceful  and  attra&ive. 
The. language  of  your  life,  my  admirable 
friend !  is  more  eloquent  and  perfuafive  in 
the  caufe  of  virtue,  than  all  the  arguments 
that  reafon  can  fupply  :  The  latter  carry 
conviction  to  the  underftanding,  but  the 
former  deeply  intereft  the  heart. — Forgivs 
me  if  I  pain  ycur's,  by  thus  unrefervedly 
expreffing  what  1  feel  Yet,  why  pain  you? 
Has  not  Heaven  continued  pratfe  to  be 
the  reward  of  virtue,  and  to  have  a  power- 
ful influence  in  ftimulating  mankind  to  the 
practice  of  it  ?  Is  not  the  generous  foul 
confcious  of  an  elevating  pleafure,  whilfl 
indulging  itfelf  in  offering  this  tribute  to 
•worth  ?  And  would  you  deny  me  this  plea- 
fure, or  do  you  reckon  me  incapable  of 
tafting  it  ? 

Farewell,  deareft  Julia  !  —  Let  the  fre- 
quency of  my  letters  convince  you,  that 
yon  continually  occupy  my  thoughts, — 

and 
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and  the  tendernefs  of  my  friendfhip  obtain 
for  me  the  continuance  of  your's,  which 
is  efteemed  the  firft  of  blefiings  by 
Your  devoted 

Maria  Herbert, 


LETTER   XXXVI. 

Colonel  Rivers  to  Captain  Stanley. 

Charleftowa. 
At  length,  my  friend,  all  my  hopes  of 
happinefs  in  this  life  are  blafled  for  ever. 

Powerful  Heaven!  and  do  I  live  to  tell 
you,  that  Julia  Greville,  the  idol  of  my 
doating  foul,  the  friend,  the  miftrefs  to 
whom  every  thought  of  mine  was  con- 
fided, who  fo  tenderly  fhared — fo  fondly 
repaid  my  affe&ion,  is  ere  this  time  the 
wife  of  another.  The  wife !  O  Stanley— 
I  am  diftra&ed !  the  wife  of  the  infamous 
Rochdale ! 

Vol.  1.  Y  You. 
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You,  I  know,  will  (till  affirm  that  it  is 
impoffible.  My  friend — it  is  true.  This 
very  morning  the  dreadful  intelligence 
was  conveyed  to  me  by  her  infolent  un- 
pitying  father,  wrho  not  only  affures  me 
that  the  marriage  is  to  take  place,  but 
that  it  is  entirely  a  matter  of  free  choice 
with  his  daughter. 

Rochdale!  the  mean — the  contemptible 
Rochdale — the  choice  «of  Julia  !  It  cannot 
be.  Or  if  it  we**e  really  fo,  why  fhould 
her  father  write  to  me  ?  Why  accufe  me 
as  the  controuler  of  his  daughter's  inclina- 
tions ?  O  Heavens!  it  is  too  plain.  I  have 
no  longer  any  intereft  in  her  hearty  elfe 
our  mutual  fecret  would  never  by  her 
have  been  confided  to  a  father,  whofe 
authority  fhe  well  knew  would  immediately 
have  been  interpofed,  to  prohibit  all  inter- 
courfe  between  us, 


At 
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At  times,  my  weaknefs  is  fuch  that  1 
clifiruft  the  evidence  of  my  fenfes.  My 
foul  catches  at  a  bare  poffibility,  and  for 
a  moment  I  fancy  I  have  been  in  a  dream. 
I  have  even  refolved  a  hundred  times  to 
throw  up  my  commiffion,  return  to  Eng- 
land, and  claim  that  hand  which  is  mine 
by  the  mod  folemn  engagements.  Claim 
her  hand,  whilit  her  faithlefs  heart — in 
fpice  of  tendernefs  unequalled — of  vows 
awfully  facred — is  ungratefully  alienated 
— is  bafely  beftowed  on  another  !  No 
Stanley  !  my  foul  difdains  the  thought. 

And  can  it  really  be,  my  friend  ?  Can 
thofe  eyes  that  beamed  tendernefs — that 
heart  which  throbbed  at  my  approach— 
thofe  lips  which  confirmed  my  happinefs,  a 
thoufand  thoufand  times;  can  they  be  thus 
deceitful,  thus  perfidious?  O  Stanley,  it  is 
— it  is  impoffible  !  Julia,  my  injured  an^ 
gel,  forgive  me! >• 

Y  2  h 
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In  continuation. 
After  four  hours  paffed  in  agonies  in- 
conceivable, I  fit  down  to  tell  my  friend9 
with  a  more  compofed,  though  mod  un- 
happy mind,  that  I  have  not  now  one  doubt 
remaining* 

The  obftinate  filence  which  Julia  has  fa 
long  obferved,  in  fpite  of  my  entreaties, 
and  moft  tender  remonftrances,  fufficiently 
proves  that  increafing  indifference  for  me, 
which  at  length  has  been  fucceeded  by 
preference  for  another.  Rank — fplendor 
—riches — fhe  has  been  unable  to  with- 
itand.  Unhappy  Julia !  will  thefe  fill  up 
the  frightful  void  which  the  abfence  of  love 
will  occafion  in  your  joylefs  foul  ? 

When  I  reflect  on  the  defpicable  cha- 
tadter  of  him  fhe  has  diftinguifhed  with 
her  preference,  I  know  I  ought  to  blufh 
for  my  tendernefs,  and  feel  every  fenti- 
ment  annihilated,  in  contempt  for  her 
choice  of  my  worthlefs  rival. 

But 
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But  our  fentiments,  my  friend,  are  not 
to  be  changed  as  fuddenly  as  our  opinions. 
Regret,  eternal  regret,  mud  mingle  with 
my  refentment.  Refentment!  perhaps  (lie 
is  more  worthy  of  my  pity  ! — Perhaps  flie 
is  herfelf  deceived  in  the  charade r  of  him 
flie  is  about  to  call  hufband,  O  Stanley  I 
every  way  I  look,  there  is  mifery.  Would 
it  were  permitted  me  to  put  a  period  to 
that  and  my  exigence  together  ! 

What  to  me  are  all  tliofe  fplendid  ad- 
vantages ;  that  fame,  affluence,  and  diftinc- 
tion,  fo  fondly  coveted,  fo  nearly  poffeffed? 
0 !  what  are  thefe  to  a  heart  fickening 
even  to  death  with  disappointment  ? 

And  why  may  not  death  be  my  refuge^ 
■when  life  is  become  infupportable  ? 

Pardon,  jny  friend,  the  ravings  of  my 
diftra&ed  foul.  I  know,  that  Being  from 
whom    my    exiftence    was    derived,    ami 

Y  3  whofe 
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whofe  laws  I  was  early  taught  to  venerate^ 
can  alone  recall  the  gift  he  bellowed,  and 
difmifs  me  from  the  ftation  his  wifdom 
has  appointed. 

But  nature  cannot  long  fupport  fuch 
agonizing  confli&s  as  thofe  I  fuffer.  A 
little  while,  and  death,  the  refuge  of  the 
miferable,  will  for  ever  obliterate  every 
painful  remembrance. 

Farewell,  my  friend  !  Excufe  my  weak- 
nefs,  and  pity  my  iufferings ;  for  you  can 
do  nothing  more  to  relieve  the  wretched 

George  Rivers. 
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Mifs  Greville  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwoocl. 
When,  O  when,  Maria !  fhall  I  ceafe 
to  addrefs  you  in  the  ftile  of  hopelefs  for- 

row  I 
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row  ?  Alas !  I  mud  either  be  filent,  or  in 
return  for  all  your  generous  cares  to 
foothe  or  divert  my  thoughts,  overwhelm 
your  gentle  heart  with  the  enumeration 
of  evils,  which  every  day  increafe,  and  for 
which  there  appears  no  poffible  remedy. 

Laft  week  my  father's  creditors  met  5 
and  enraged  at  his  confiant  delays,  agreed 
on  bringing  his  eftate  to  an  immediate 
fale.  One  of  the  Gentlemen  prefent  teld 
the  reft,  that  a  young  friend  of  his,  who 
was  jufl  come  from  his  travels,  and  had 
fucceeded  to  an  immenfe  fortune,  wa& 
looking  out  for  a  purchafe,  and  would 
probably  give  the  preference  to  this  neigh- 
bourhood, on  account  of  its  vicinity  t© 
the  Grove  ;  he  having  been  formerly  ac- 
quainted with  Lord  Cleveland's  family, 
and  my  Lord  having  been  appointed  one 
of  his  guardians  by  his  deceafed  father. 
This  Gentleman  accordingly  wrote  to  his 
friend,  whofe  name  is  Sir  Charles  Mortis 

mer? 
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met,  and  who  immediately  fet  out  front 
London,  in  order  to  take  a  furvey  of 
Harwood* 

When  the  two  Gentlemen  arrived,  my 
father  was  abroad  ;  and  my  dear  mother 
being  much  indifpofed,  I  was  obliged  to 
receive  them,  and  do  the  honours  of  the 
houfe.  Never  was  I  lefs  able  to  under- 
take the  talk.  My  fpirits  were  fo  exhaufi- 
ed,  that  I  could  hardly  fpeak ;  and  when  I 
did  fo,  my  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  my 
heart  grew  fo  full,  1  was  every  moment  in 
danger  of  betraying  its  diftrefs,  by  my 
emotion. 

The  ftrangers  feemed  ftruck  with  my 
appearance  ;  and  the  melancholy  filence 
with  which  Sir  Charles  in  particular  re- 
garded me,  increafed  my  confufion,  by 
ihewing  me  that  my  attempts  to  conceal 
my  affii&ion  had  been  unfuccefsful.  To 
deliver  myfelf  from  this  painful  reftraint9 

and 
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and  the  burden  of  forcing  converfation,  I 
propofed  to  accompany  the  Gentlemen  in- 
to the  garden,  from  whence  they  could 
have  a  view  of  the  river,  pleafure-grounds, 
wrood_s,  &c.  During  our  walk,  my  atten- 
tion was  roufed  by  the  manner  and  con- 
verfation of  Sir  Charles,  which  accorded 
perfe&ly  with  the  fingular  gracefulnefs  of 
his  perfon,  and  a  countenance  impreffed 
with  a  ferious  fweetnefs,  that  had  fome- 
thing  in  it  extremely  interefting. 

A  modefl  felf-poffeffion,  an  elegant  ad» 
drefs,  and  a  fuperior  manner  of  treating  the 
mod  common  fubje&s,  convinced  me  that 
his  underftanding  was  excellent,  and  that 
he  had  been  accuftomed  to  affociate  with 
none  but  the  very  belt  company.  Nor 
was  our  converfation  wholly  confined  to 
general  and  indifferent  topics :  Sir  Charles 
expatiated  on  the  pleafures  and  advantages 
of  a  country  life,  and  on  the  charms  of 
domeftic  happinefs,  and  focial  intercourfe, 
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in  a  manner  fo  judicious  and  animated,  as 
proved  him  to  have  a  heart  capable  of  re- 
lifting  their  refined  delights. 

It  was  late  before  my  father  returned; 
yet  I  had  no  reafon  to  complain  of  the 
tedioufnefs  of  the  hours.  The  convers- 
ation of  this  Gentleman,  fo  fenfible,  polite, 
and  every  way  different  from  that  to  which 
I  was  accufiomed,  beguiled  my  time  fo 
agreeably,  that  I  was  furprifed  when  the 
bell  rung  for  dinner.  When  the  convers- 
ation became  general,  I  funk  into  my 
ufual  penfiven^fs  ;  I  even  felt  more  fad 
than  ufual. — Ah  Maria !  cannot  you  di- 
vine the  caufe  ?  The  tender,  the  polite  at- 
tentions of  Sir  Charles,  the  fighs  that 
feemed  to  fteal  from  his  bofom  as  often 
as  he  looked  at  my  deje&ed  countenance, 
the  foftened  tone  of  his  voice  when  he 
addreffed  me,  all,  all  recalled  to  my  mind 
.—what  I  ought  for  ever  to  have  banifhed 
from  it,  but  ftrive  in  vain  to  forget!  How 

hard 
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hard  is  my  fate,  Maria  !  Refolute  in  dis- 
charging my  duty,  I  ftruggle  to  drive  the 
unworthy  caufe  of  my  conftant  inquietude 
from  my  thoughts  ;  but  though  in  every 
other  inftance,  our  exertions  to  become 
virtuous,  tend  to  make  us  not  only  more 
virtuous,  but  more  happy,  in  this,  alas!  by 
ftruggling  to  forget,  we  only  more  deeply 
rivet  both  our  forrow  and  our  weaknefs. 

As  foon  as  dinner  was  over,  I  arofe  to 
retire  as  ufual ;  but  Sir  Charles,  who  fat 
next  me,  entreated  me  to  favour  them 
with  my  company  a  little  longer,  in  fo 
earneft  a  manner,  that  though  1  excufed 
myfelf  on  account  of  my  mother  being 
alone,  I  added,  that  if  the  Gentlemen 
chofe  coffee,  I  would  be  very  happy  to 
meet  them  in  the  drawing-room.  This 
fpeech  fecmed  to  give  great  fatisfa&ion  to 
my  father,  who,  contrary  to  his  conftant 
pra&ice,  abandoned  his  bottle,  and  attend- 
ed the  Gentlemen  to  the  drawing-room, 

about 
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about  an  hour  after  I  left  them.  They 
then  walked  out  to  view  the  grounds,  with 
which  Sir  Charles  feemed  quke  charmed ; 
and  my  father  told  me  that  he  had  invited 
himfelf  to  dine  again  next  day,  in  order 
to  have  fome  private  converfation  with 
him  on  the  affair.  Sir  Charles  came  very 
early ;  and  as  my  father  rides  out  every 
morning,  I  was  again  called  on  to  enter- 
tain him.  My  former  opinion  was  con- 
firmed, and  my  efteem  even  increafed  by 
this  fecond  interview.  The  refpe&ful  at- 
tention with  which  he  treated  me,  gave 
tne  a  feeling  of  felf-fatisfa&ion  and  impor- 
tance, fo  different  from  that  of  wounded 
delicacy,  and  mortified  pride,  to  which  I 
was  accuftomed,  that  the  natural  chearful- 
nefs  of  my  temper  conquered  in  fome 
meafure  the  depreffion  of  my  fpirits ;  and 
though  I  could  not  entirely  fhake  off  my 
iineafinefs,  my  converfation  was  eafy  and 
unembarraffed. 

On 
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On  my  father  returning,  Sir  Charles  po- 
litely expreffed  his  regret,  that  bufinefs  for 
a  while  mud  take  place  of  pleafure ;  c  but 
■  I  will  flatter  myielf,  Mifs  Greville,'  faid 
he,  *  that  my  good  fortune  to-day,  in  find- 
€  ing  you  difengaged,  is  only  a  prelude  to 
6  many  other  agreeable  converfations,  with 
c  which,  I  hope,  you  will  honour  me  in 
c  thefe  delightful  fcenes.'  I  curtfied,  and 
withdrew. 

The  moment  Sir  Charles  was  gone,  my 
father  came  into  my  mother's  apartment, 
with  looks  of  the  higheft  fatisfaction,  and 
told    her,  Q  that   Heaven  had  furely  fent 

*  fome  good  Angel   under  the   form   of 

*  this  ftranger,  for  the  prefervation  of  him 

*  and  his  family.' 

After  many  apologies  for  an  inquiry, 
which  Sir  Charles  affured  my'  father  was 
not  the  effecl  of  a  rude  or  impertinent 
curiofity,  he  begged  to  be  informed  what 
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was  his  real  motive  for  parting  with  fo 
beautiful  a  place  as  Harwood  ?  My  father 
made  no  fcruple  to  acquaint  him  with  the 
embarraffed  ftate  of  his  affairs ;  when  Sir 
Charles,  with  a  generofity  very  fingular  in 
one  entirely  a  itranger,  offered  to  lend 
him  ten  thoufand  pounds  to  pay  off  his 
moft  preffing  debts ;  and  taking  fecurity 
oa  the  eftate,  to  let  it  remain  ftill  in  his 
poffeffion,  provided  that  by  a  ftri&er  ceco- 
nomy  in  future,  he  could  contrive  to  live 
there  comfortably  with  his  family.  My 
father  embraced  the  offer  with  tranfport, 
and  in  two  days  the  affair  was  concluded* 

Is  there  not  fomething  wonderfully  per- 
verfe  in  the  human  heart,  Maria?  A  week 
ago,  I  thought  Sir  Charles  one  of  the 
mod  agreeable  men  I  ever  met  with  ;  I 
converfed  with  him,  with  all  the  eafe  of 
an  old  acquaintance :  Now,  a  painful  fenfe 
of  obligation,  an  aukward  referve,  a  ti- 
midity, an  apprehenfion — Oh  Maria !  pity 

the 
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the  weaknefs  of  your  friend,  fhe  is  afham- 
ed  of  it  herfelf ; — yet  this  Sir  Charles  !— 
I  will  lay  down  my  pen. 


Were  it  not  that  I  think  it  an  effential 
duty  of  friendfhip,  to  difcover  my  heart  to 
you  in  all  its  weaknefs,  I  certainly  would 
deftroy  the  laft  fentence.  Is  it  not,  Maria, 
like  the  foolifh  and  girliili  vanity  of  fifteen, 
to  fufpeft  every  man  who  treats  you  with 
attention,  of  having  ferious  defigns  oa 
your  heart  ?  Thofe  paid  me  by  Sir  Charles, 
were  probably  the  effe£t  of  humanity  alone; 
at  leaft  of  that  good-breeding,  which  leads 
men,  when  there  is  only  one  woman  in 
company,  to  diftinguifh  her  by  more  than 
common  civility.  I  will  endeavour  to  think 
thus,  for  to  think  otherwife  would  render 
me  moft  unhappy. 

Sir  Charles  has  juft  been  here,  and  in- 
troduced to  my  dear  mother,  whofe  com- 
plaints have  fenfibly  abated  fince  Ihe  faw 
Z  2  my 
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my  father  look  pleafed  and  happy.  Pre- 
pared by  his  generous  conduct  to  admire 
Sir  Charles,  every  moment  feemed  to  con- 
firm her  firft  impreffions  of  his  chara&er : 
They  converfed  together ;  but  a  certain  air 
of  diffidence  and  reftraint,  was  vifible  in 
the  manner  of  my  dear  parent.  Some- 
thing was  fpoken  of  generofity — of  obli- 
gation ;  but  Sir  Charles  inftantly  interrupt- 
ed her,  €  To  me.  Madam/  faid  he,  '  be- 
4  longs  this  language  ;  the  friendfhip  of 
4  this  family  will  a  thoufand  times  repay 
c  any  little  fervice  it  may  be  in  my'power 

*  to  render  them.  I  know  of  no  advan- 
c  tages   wealth  can  beftow,   if  it   is  not 

*  that  of  atoning  for  the  injuflice  of  for- 

*  tune,  by  rewarding  real  merit,  or  re- 
c  moving  the  inquietudes  of  thofe  we 
«  efteem.  Alas !  the  word  calamities  are 
6  thofe  which  lie   bevond  the  reach  of  its 

4 

6  influence/ 
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My  heart,  with  a  deep  figh,  affented  to 
the  truth  of  this  obfervation ;  Sir  Charles 
fixed  his  eyes  on  me  with  a  look  of  tender 
compaffion,  while  painful  confcioufnefs 
covered  my  cheeks  with  blufhes. 

My  mind  is  fomewhat  eafier  fmce  I 
was  relieved  from  the  prefence  of  the 
odious  Lord  Rochdale. 

The  death  of  an  aunt,  to  whofe  for- 
tune he  fucceeds,  has  obliged  him  to 
leave  the  country,  and  fet  out  immedi- 
ately for  London  ;  it  is  a  fcene  much 
more  fuitable  to  his  tafte,  and  I  fmcerely 
hope  will  have  fuch  powerful  attra&ions 
for  him,  as  will  prevent  his  returning 
hither. 

I  thank  you  cordially  for  writing  fo 
frequently.  It  is  not  alone  for  the  c  ba- 
c  nifhed  lover  or  abfent  maid'  that  Heaven 
has  taught  letters,  and  infpired  man  with 

the 


270     MISS  GREVILLE. 

the  art  of  communicating  his  thoughts  to- 
different  nations  and  diitant  ages.  Surely 
this  invaluable  gift  was  allotted  him,  to 
expand  the  focial  and  benevolent  feelings 
of  his  heart,  to  extend  the  influence  of 
his  own  virtues  to  others,  and  derive 
pleafure  and  improvement  from  the  com- 
munication of  theirs : — -advantages,  which 
without  the  aid  of  letters,  he  never  could 
have  enjoyed. 

Improve,  then,  this  valuable  privilege,, 
my  dear  Maria  !  Defcribe  to  me  all  you 
hear,  and  fee,  and  think  :  Let  me  enjoy 
the  pleafmg  conviftion.  that  neither  no- 
velty, gaiety,  nor  grandeur,  have  power 
to  banifh  from  your  heart, 

Your  real — your  faithful  friend, 

Julia  Grevilli* 
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